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NOTE 

.'. This is not an lustorical play, but only an attempt 
'to'^ow a picture of the days — not bo very long 
ago — in which Disraeli lived, and some of the racial, 
'social, and political prejudices he fought against and 
conqueredn 

"DisraelT" was first produced at the PrinceBS 
Theatre, Moatre^, under the management of Messrs. 
Liebler and Co., mi Monday evening, January 83, 
19U, with the following cast : — 

~ The Duke of Glastoabury .... Chablbs Cabbt 
The Duchesa of Glastonbury . . . Leila Bepton 
ClariMa, Iddf Pevouey .... Euib Lbbuk 
Charles, Viscount Deeford .... Coubtenay Footb '^ 
Adolpbus, Viscount Cudworlii . . GsorFBET DonoLAS 

Lady Cudwortb Constance Kbkham 

Lord Brooke of Brookehill . /. . Gut CuNHraoHAM 

Lady Brooke .■' . . Josephihx Bbbnhabdt .t^ 

'■ The Rt. Bim. Benjanun Disraeli . Geobob Abliss 

Lady Beaconsfield MABauEBTTB St. John 

Un. Noel Traveta Habqabbt Dajji 

St Michael Proberl, Bart. . . . DAvm Tobbancd 

Mr. Hugh Meyers J. L. Mackat 

Mr. Ltiml^ Foljambe Albxanbeh Calvebi 

Hi. Tearl^ Disraeli's Secretary . . Dodlbt Diaoi» 

^Butler at Glastonbury Towers . . Habbt CBxaaiiAN 

footman at Glastonbury Towers . Rdtebbfobd Hebuan 

Bascot, Disraeli's. Sutler Douglas Hoes 

Potter, DisraeliV Gardener ... St. Claib Battielo 
Flooks, a RuralToatmau .... Wilfbid S: 
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The play was then tmuferred, by way of Detroit, 
Toledo, and Columbiu, to tlie Grand Opera House, 
Chicago, where it ran from Febniary 13 to April 29, 
1911. 

It waa first produced in New York, at Wallack's 
Theatre, on Monday evening, S^tember 18, IQll. 
with the following cast ; — 
The Duke of Gbatoubtuy .... Cbarles Cabbt ' 
The Duchess of Glastonbhry . , . Leiu Bbptom 
Cluiasa, Lady Pevenaey .... Eian LsauB 
Cb&ries, Viscount Deeford .... Ian MAcnABBM 
Adolpbus, Twcount Cadworth . . J. B. ToEBina 

— I.ady Cudworth Framces Beets 

Lord Brodce of Brookehill . . . Gut Cunnihoham 

-' Lady Brooke Mabib R. Qcinn 

The Bt. Hon. Benjamin Disraeli . Geobbe Abubb 

Lady Beaconsfield MAnauEBiTB Si. JaOH 

Mrs. No£l Tiaven Maboabbt Dale 

Sir Michael Probert, Bart . . . Hbhbkbt Standinq 

Mr. Hugh Meyers OsCAR Adtb 

Mr. Lumley Foljambe ALxzANnxn CAtTxar 

Mr. Tearie, Disraeli's SeoeUry . , DnnLEX DiooBa 
Butler at Glastonbury Towers . . Ha&bt Chbbshah 
Footman at Glastonbury Towers . Ed»HBEK)BD Heduak 
Bascot, Disraeli's Butler .... Dodolab Boea 
Potter, Disraeli's Gardener ... St. Ci.aib Batfibld 

. Hooka, a Rural Fostmao . . . . W. Matnb Ltntoh 
To all the Ladies and Gentlemen of both these 
admirable casta, and to the Management, which gave 
me a free hand in producing the play, I herewith oSei 
L.N.P. 



h Google 



DISRAELI 



ScsMS — At CSastonbttTV Toteers 

The octagonal room at Otastonbury Towers. It ia a 
ejnali room hetvxen the brea^aef room on the It^t, and 
one qf the draimng-Toomt on the righL Large folding 
doors lead to eack, Chables and the Duke are seen 
through the doors on the U^t, sealed at the breakfast 
talAe in ccmversation. The room ia richly furnished. 
At the back two large French windows open into the 
gardena. Through them one end of a croquet lawn %» 
visible. A amaU casement of the centre window ia open. 

[The large doors on the right and l^t are closed when 
the curtain rises. The babble of contiersatton in 'the 
breal^aat room is heard. The doors R. we tkrown open 
and a Footman, bearing a copy cf the " Times" on a 
salver, enters. He puts U on a small tahU. At that 
moTnent the doora l^t are thrown open by the "Rvtum, 
and enter the Duchsss, followed by Lady CvDwovia 
and .LoBD Cd^wobth; also Lobd Brooke, who re- 
maina on the l^t reading paper] 

{The DucsEas is at work on an elaborate piece qf 
embroidery, a copy of Landaeer's "Dignity and Impu- 
dence" in moleid woola. The other characters wander 
lisiieasly in and out — some carrying very small croquet 
mallels] 

11 
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.......... . . --.piSBAi. r.; 

' ' Jiiou^jBlPouowing Lai-v •'<:^'\mi-r. .1 ,d ihc 
DucHHSsI And ore we going to Balmond this autvuiiii. 
Duchess? 

Duchess [Sitting on Moman] The dear Queen L^k 
expressed a wish that we should come in October. 
[The Footman hov)» to Dgchbss, and exU Uft door] 
Lady CnowoBTH. Oh, Dolly, I shall want a thou- 
sand pounds for gowns. 

Adolphcb. a thousand pounds ? I 'm soiry I spokp. 
Brookb [Reading] Oh, I sayt Blondin's danciug 
the tight wope at the Cwystal Falath again. 

Ladt Cddwobth [Laugldng] Oh, he's sure to bnak 
his neck. 

Bbookh. Well, he gets a thousand pounds for it 
evewy time. 
Adolphus. Wish I was Blondln. 
Duchess. For shame! — Ermyntrude, your back! 
Lady Ccdwobth. Yes, mamma. [Siiffeiu her»elf\ 
[Enter Last Bbooes from the dramng-nmn on 
the right] 
Lady Brooke [Coming behind ottoman and kttaing 
the Duchess] Good morning, mammn. Has every- 
body finished breakfast? 

DucHE&a. / have. Your father is still eating — 
or talking. 

' Lad; Bbookb. Here he comes, mamma, with 
Deefwd. 
DucBBBS. Talkii^. It bad to be m» or fte other. 
[Loed Debford and the Duke eiUer from the 
breakfast rooTn\ 
Charles. Yes! I shall build model cottages. 
.After all, a happy peasantry is the backbone of Englan' 
18 
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DISRAELI 

DuKB. D' ye know whatyei^ppy peasantay 11 do, 
DeefordP They '11 sell yer drain pipes for old lead; use 
yer staircase for fire-wood and keep pigs in yer paUtry. 
~ Then I shall turn them out. 

. Ay — and be held up to public execration 
I^andlord. 

The lower orders do not appreciate 
/^Uegardc, a cushion! (Ladt Bbookb 
ashion for her] 
Ladt Bbooke. Mamma, do you think Deeford will 
speak to Clarissa to-day P 

DucHEsa. Hildegarde! — He has not approached 
me, yet! 
Ladt Cudwokth. Will she accept him? 
DncHisa. Of eourae. 

Ladt Brooke. Oh, I don't know. She's so funny. 
DtiCHESB. I trust no child of mine was «tier funny. 
Ladt Cudworth [Coming down languidly to R, qf 
Duchess] Does anyone know how Lady Beacons- 
field is this morning? 

Ddchess. I sent Mrs. Travers to inquire. I 
have no doubt she is quite well. 

Ladt Codworth. Then I sha'n't have to go up 
and see her. So glad — hate climbing stairs. 

Ladt Brooke. So horrid of her to faint, just as I 
was weading aloud! 

Brooke. Oh, I don't know — it did stop you! 
Duchess [Peremptorily] Brooke! 
[Enter iSsa. Travers, a charming and very smart 
young tooman, from the , drawing-room on the 
righl. She kaa a fan in her hand\ 

Mrs. Travebs [Gushingly, to everybody] Good 

morning — good morning! [Ecerybod}/ respondt: par- 

13 
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DISRAELI 

iieularly the Dueb, loko then nt» L. qf t^Ae and 
reads] 

DccHESS. Ahl — I was just talkmg about you, 
Mrs. Travera. How is — er — Mr. Disraeli's wife? 
Quite well, I'm sure. 

Mrs. Tillvebs. Lady Beaconafield says she is much 
better this morning. 

DucH&es. Quite well. I said so. 

Mrs. Tsatebb. Dear Duchess! So sympathetic! 
— Already at your artistic workl 

Duchess. It helps me to think. 

Mbs. Tratxbb lAdmiringlyl Oh! And what do 
you think of? 

DccHEBS [InnocetiUy] Nothing. 

Mbs. Travehs. Your mind must be fully oc- 
cupied — [The Duchess looks up] with so many 
guests. 

Duchess. Why, we have only our two elder girls 
and their husbands, Charles — Viscount Deeford, you 
know — and Sir Michael Probert. 

Mbs. Tratebs. The Govemor of the Bank of 
England! — You have forgotten Mr. Disraeli and his 
wife. 

[A FoOTUAM etOers jTom brealf^ast room toilh two 
liters on a sakier. Ladt CunwoBTB ' . u 
Utter. Be brings the other to Mas. Tha^ ; u- 1 

DuCHsas [Acidly] They are not my friends. 

Duke [WamiTigly] Belinda — they are on- ■■■■ 

Duchess. Yes. I cannot help wondering • ■■ 

Adolfbus [7*0 Mbs. Travers] Been for ;• ' 
this morning? 

Mbs. Travers [Taking letter from Foom > 
turning to Cudwobth] Yes. Every morning 
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DISHAELI 

AixiLPHiTS. How awful! [Turns up stage and joins 
Lady Cudwobth] 

Mbs. TaA.VEBa. I have not Been Sir Michael Pro- 
bert yet. 

Duchess. He only arrived late last night. Ho 
had breakfast in his rooms, and now he is busy with 
his correspondence. 

Chahleb. Duchess, are we not to see Lady Clarissa 
this morning? 

D0CHISS. Has Clarissa not breakfasted? 

Ladt CtiDWOBTH, Oh, she had a cup of tea at 
eight o'clock and went for a walk in the home-park 
with Mr. Disraeli. [Chablbb ihows annoyance, vikich 
the Duchess ohsenM\ 

Chables. And Bdrs. Disraeli^ I beg pardon — 
I should say. Lady Beaconsfield — P 

Mbs.Travebs [Smiling 'm(dici(m»ly\ Lady Beacons- 
field is not down yet [Charles oatchee Msb. Tbav- 
erb' ej/e and again shows amioj/anoe] 

Duchess [HastUy] It is not unusual. Clarissa 
likes these eartj' walks. When we are alone, she goes 
to the vicarage and back every morniag. 
. Chables. TwomilesI How strenuous I 

Duchess. She reads Greek with the Vicar. 

[The Bbooees are seen on the lawn playing croquet] 

Charles. I am not sure that a young lady should 
read Greek. 

Ladt Ccdworth. Will you play cwoquet, Deeford? 

Charles. I am — ah — averse to violent exercise 
at such a matutinal hour. 

Mbs. Tratbbs. So like my poor dear husband. 

DucHEBS. How is your husband, Agatha? 

Mrs. Travebs [AUuding to the letter she is reading] 
IB 
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DISRAELI 

KoelP — Oh, just the same. He vtites he is moving 
from Carlsbad to Kissingen. 

Chables. When do you expect to see him? When 
will he be in town? 

Msa. Tratebs. Never. He wanders from one 
watering-place to another. 

Charles. I trust he derives benefit — 

Mas. Tbavebs. None whatever. All the waters 
disagree with him. He develops new symptoms every- 
where, and has to go somewhere else to change them. 
I ought to be with him now — [Rising] but we are so 
dreadfully poor — 

Chables. Oh, cornel Those exquisite diamonds 
last night — 

Dues [Stirring uncomfortably behind kia nmespapo'] 
Ha — hum! 

Mb8. Tbavebs. Heirlooms. We are poor, but we 
have ancestors. Ah! You are looking at my frock. 
You don't know what shifts a poor little woman is 
driven to. This cost me nothing. Worth knows what 
circles I move in, and considers me his best advertise- 
ment. [With an apjxaling glance at the Duchess] 
There! Now you despise me. 

DccHEss. Nonsense, Agatha There's nothing to 
be ashamed of in having a good figure. 

DuKB. Heahl Heah! 

Mas. Travebs. Oh, Duchess, you are always so 
kud. Ycm know how poor I am. 

DucBEiBS. Poor dear thing, yes. 

Mbb. Teavebs. But one has one's position to 
keep up; and one must look nice. 

DCKB. You do. You do. Charmin'. Char — 
[Caichee the DncHESs'a eye and eoUa-paea behind his 
paper] — huml 

16 
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[Enier the Bhtijcb, vfUk telegramt on a laher. He 
loo/u a&oul Aim, evidently in search qf eomeone] 
Duchess. For me 7 

Butler. Telegrams for Mr. Dbraeli, your Grace, 
Dtjchbss [Aindly] He ia not here. 
BijTLEB [Selpleasly] No, your Grace. [He standi 
wretf^vie] 

Mbs. Tbavzbs [Eageiig; on &e pood of taking the 
tdegrams] I think I could find him! 

DucHESB [Sharjdy] Certwnly not, Agathal [To 
the Buti^bb] That will do. 

[ExWBvtler] 
Duchess. Dispatches, messages, telegrams) One 
has no peace, with that man in the house! 
DuxB. Come, come, Belinda! 
[Ladt Brookb hat been seen loith Brooeb on the 
lawn ouUide. Ske it reading to him. They 
enter through the window. He it bored to death] 
Lady Bbooke. 

I know not what I was playing 

Or what I was dreaming then. 
But I struck cme chord of music 
Like the sound of a great Amen. 
[The DuEE rites irrUahly] 
Bbooeb. Oh, I say! That's stunningl [He motet 

DuCHXSS [Severdy} Hildegarde, I hope that is not 
Tennyson 1 

[Kbta. T^TXBs rUes to hide her laughter and joint 
the'DvKE] 
Lady Brooke. Oh, no, mamma! It's dear Ade- 
Iwde Anne Procter. 

17 
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DISRAELI 

' Chablbs [Booming] Surely, the Idyla of the King 
is the greatest poem ever written! 

Duchess [St^^I I have not read it. I do not 
allow my daughters to read it. 

Lady Cddwoeth and Lady Bbookb [Togelher: 
demurely] No, mamma. 

Dttkb [Aside to Mrs. Tratebb] Belinda 'a not to 
be trifled with — what? Purity of the home — eh? 

Mbs. Tbavebs. Ah — there's no place like home. 

Duke. Thank God! 

Mrs. Tratebs. HushI Naught^l 

Lady Cudwobth [To the Duchess; very tnnoc«n%] 
How papa does admire a pretty face! 

Duchess [7*0 Chablis] Charles, take Mrs.-Trav- 
ers into the garden. You may meet Clarissa. 

Charles. I want very much to apeak to you, - 
Duchess. 

Duchess. Well — ? 

Charles. Alone, if it were possible. 

Duchess. Oh! [Lookt meanirmly at Ladt Cm>- 
WOBThI Well, come back in a few minutea. 

Chakles. Thank you. [To Mas. Tbavbrs] Will 
you come? [Booms] I will tell you about my scheme 
for model cottages. [Mbs. Tbayers rises arid joins 
him] 

AIbb. Tratebs. Oh, how absorbing! 
[They go out, tkrougk the window, and are seen on 
the lawn] 

Dues [After a pause; rmnging Ms chair round and . 
putting down his paper] Belinda, I should be grate- 
ful if you would not speak of Mr. Disradi as you 
do. I have told you — I invited him for political 
reasons. 

18 
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DocHEsa [Engroased in her embrotdery] I bdieve 
a Mr. Joseph Arch — an estimable agricultural laborer 
— is agitating in Somersetshire. Do you propose to 
invite Aim — for political reasons? 

Duke [Riring] Tsha! You are vexatiousl As if 
there could be any eomparison! 

DucHESB. I grant it would be all in Mr. Arch's 
favor. Arch is a good Sason name. I should not be 
surprised if he couM trace his ancestry much farther 
back than youra — | [Dukb tunu hi* back im,'palietiUy\ 
Moreover, he is a Christjan. 

Ddke [Timing to her guickty] So is — 

Duchess IDeJi&erafe/y] Benjamin DisraeUP It does 
not sound probable. 

DxTKE [Fluttered], He b the brains of the party. 

Duchess. Brains do not give birtlj. 

Ddkb. He has achieved a high position. 

Duchess. By wearing satin waistcoats and marry- 
ing an old woman for her money I 

IhjKE [Coming down] Belinda! Yer not going to 
say anything against I^dy Beaconsfield? 

Duchess. Only one tldng. 

Duke;. What? 

Duchess. She married Disraeli. 

Duke. Belinda! [Seeing Butler who has come on 
with another telegram] I — I have no patience. 

[Exit into garien] 

Duchess [To Butleb] Yes? 

BuTLEB. Mr. Disraeli, your Grace. 

DucHBss. More telegrams? 

BuTLBB. And there 's a newspaper person in the 
'all askin' for.'im. 

Duchess. I have told you! Mr. Disraeli is not in. 
[Eani Butleb] 
19 
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DISRAELI 

[The DrcBEsa rites impaHenUs. Enter Cbablbb 
from the garden\ 

Charles. Are you' alone? 

Duchess. Yes. But I am out of temper. 

Chabi.es. Oh, Duchesa! 

Duchess. That Mr. Disraeli! — He turns our house 
into a public thoroughfare, and now there 's a news- 
paipa pmsoDJn the ball! 

Chakles. Shall I dismiss the — ah — newspopct- 
person? 

Duchess. No, nol {Siia} What have you done 
with Agatha? 

Chableb. When the Duke joined us. I thought I 
might slip away. 

Duchess [SmUing in anticipation] Well, now, 
Charles, what is It? 

Chables. I think you can guess. 

Duchess. Perhaps.^ But assume I cannot 

Chables. When I accepted your delightful invi- 
tation, I did so with a purpose. - i 

Duchess. Yes? 

Chables. I have been thinking very seriously 
lately. Duchess; and I have concluded that it is my 
duty to get married. 

DucHEsa. , How old ftpe you? 

Chables. Twenty-five. But I am thinking of 
my wife more than of myself. She will have to face 
heavy responsibilities in the near future. 

DucBESS. Surely, your father is in good health? 

Chables. Excellent; but his habit of life " (■= "it 
encourage the hope of extreme longevity. Brii I ' ' i. 
permission to pay my respectful addresses ' ■ '. 
Pevensey. Alay I hope you and the Duke will xr.iu " 
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DncHZSS. If I grant it, the Duke vill. But 
Clarissti is barely twenty. 

CHABI.E8. I shall have all the better chance of 
moulding her. 

DncHEBS. She is very high-spirited. She displays 
a not« of originality. She takes no interest in em- 
broidery, for instance. She gave up her music lessons 
with Arabella Goddard. And wt^t reason do you 
think she offered? She s^d she was too musical, 
and Arabella Goddard was not musical enoughl 

Charles [WUk amused auperiority] These amiable 
eccentricities do not aUrm me. Remember, she will 
be constantly in my society. 

DccHEsa [Quito limply] Yes; that ought to sober 
her, 

Chables. May I take it, then, that you graciously 
consent? 

Duchess. Joyfully, Charles; joyfully! I shall be 
very happy to bear she has a ccept ed you, 

Chables. You shall hear that to-day! [Be takes 
I her hands and kisses them formally, then he rises and 
bowa] Thank you! Thank you I 

[Enter through the window, the Duke and Lady 
Bbaconsfield, JoUowed by Mrs. Teatebs] 

DiTKS {Cominf down apjirehensively] Here is Lady 
Beaconsfield, BeUnda. 

Duchess [Coldly] Ah — good morning. 

Ladt Beaconsfield [Very geniaUy] Good morn- 
ing. Duchess. 

DucHSSS. I am glad to hear you are much 
better. 

Last Beaconsfield. Thank you. I am looking 
for my scapegrace husband. 
£1 
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Duchess. I -believe he is in the home-park with 
Clarissa. 

■Lady Bkaconbubld. There never was a man 
with such an instinct for youth and beauty. 

Duchess [WUh raised eyebrows] Indeed? 

Lady Beaconsfield [Laughing] , I know what you - 
mean by "indeed." You wonder why the instinct 
failed him when be married me. 

DucBBSs. I assure you — t 

Lauy Beaconsfield. Oh, I don't mind in the 
least. [With enlkttma»m] The greatest man in the 
world b my husband, and t don't really care how or 
why. 

Duchess [Drtlyl Very right and proper. 

Lady Bgacohsfield. Has Sir Michael Probert 
been seen this morning? I know Dizzy is anxious to 
meet him. 

[Mbs. TfiATKRa iMterui interestedly. Jjooa and 
Lapy Bbooke come in from the garden] 

Duchess [IcUy] The Governor of the Bank of 
England is naturally much occupied, even in the 
vacation. 

Lady Beaconsfibld [Simplg] So is the Prime 
Minister; especially when he seems. to be playing, 

Mas. Tbavebs. The Governor of the Bank of 
Englandl OhI if he'd give me the run of his cellars 
for five minutesi 

[LoBD and Labt Cudwobth come in] 

Duke [CkucMing; to her and tapping her teitk her 

fan, wUk ic/ttcA he has been playing] I know you could 

make him — ha-ha-ha! I know you could I You have 

only to flirt your fan at him I 
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lShocked\ Dukel — Agatha! [Duke 
ttarU, and goes to Lady BmcoiraFiiiLD] 

Mbs. iStAVEBS [SittiTig beside the DucBass] Oh, 
dear Duchess, timt was only a joke. 
Duchess. I do not care for that sort of joke, . 
Chables [Pondermiity] 1 fear the nm of the 
cellars would not be of much use to you. The num- 
bers of the notes are known, and — 

Mbb. Travers [Rising and going to him, demurely] 
Yes. You don't like jokes either, do' you? 

Chables [Posing] Humoui' is of several kinds. We 
Oxford men have a humour of our own. 

[Enter CLASlssA/rom the garden, loaded witkfioKera. 
She comes in witk a rush] 

CiiABissA. Good morning, everybodyl 

Chables. Lady Pevenseyl | 

Mrs. Travebs. Clarissa! [ ^ogetherj 

Duchess. My dear chOd! \ 

Clarissa [Tossing the flowers aside, and coming to 
her miotJier] Oh, mother! I'm so excited! 

Ddcebss. I wish I could persuade you never to be 
excited. 

CitABiSBA. Then you should n't have the greatest 
man in the world to stay here. [Csarleb shmos 
annoyance] 

Lady Bbaconsfiku). There! She calls him the 
greatest man in the world, tool 

CiiARissA [Coming to her, and taking both her hands] 
Oh, you happy womani Always to be with him! To 
be the first to know his thoughts I Oh, you happy 
woman! 

Ladt Beacohsfield [Kissing her] That's what I 
keep on saying, my dear. 

S3 
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Clabiss\. He transforms eveiythmg he touches. 
He even tuma the landscape into fairyland. A prim- 
rose by a river's brim ia not merely a yellow primrose 
to him, but the text for beautiful fancies. 

Chables [Boomins] It b an open question whether 
a statesman should indulge in faDciesI 

[CiARissA gwiea htm a look which ought to warn him 
hs is treading on dangerous ground. But he ia 
too dbsm'bed in his own righleouaneaa to notice ti] 

Bdxe [Absent-mindedly — looking at paper. To 
Clabissa] But come, comet What have you done 
with Dizzy? [7*0 LadtBsaconbfield] HumI Ibeg 
your pardon! 

Lady Beaconbfibuj. You needn't. I call him 
Dizzy because I love him. l^e world calls him Dizzy 
because it loves him. That nickname is nobler than 
a peerage, ;.; 

DoKB. All — 1 I won't apologize agiUn\^ Where 
is he? 

Clabissa. He's gone to feed the peacocks. 

Lady BeaconsfiBld [Laughing] Oh! Peacocks and 
swans! — he positively dotes on them! Hughenden is 
quite over-run with them, 

Adolphus. Extraordinary personality, Mr. Dis~ 
raeU's. Sort of man you feel come into a room, even 
if you don't see him. 

Chablbs [Crossly] That's nonsense, Dolly. 

Bbooee. Wubbish, Dollyl Nobody takes any no- 
tice when I come into the woom! 

Mrs. Travxrs. I 'm yearning to hear him speak. 

Duchess. Why, Agatha? 

Mhs. Travbbs.' Everybody tells me he says such 
wonderful things. 

9* 



h. Google 



DISBAELI 

Clahissa [EtUkuHasticaliy] So he does. Wonder- 
ful aad beautiful. 

[DiSBASLi eniers from the garden, carrying a amaU 
bunch qf jlouxrs] 

DisBAELi. Duchess, j'our peacocks are moulting. 
They want more food and leaa water. 

0DCHESS. I do not attend to animals. 

DiBBABU. Then I fear you miss a great deal of 
pathetic aftection. [Tken,totheotkera] Good morning, 
Mary — Good morning — Duke — Ah, Mrs. Travers? 

Mrs. Tratebs [SmUing] Did you have a pleasant 
walk with Clarissa? 

DisitAELi. Delightful. Winter, hand in hand with 
Spring. Innocence, with — 

Charles ISarctuticaUyi Guile — ? 

Disraeli. Experience. Same thing. 

Mrs. Travers. And those charming flowers — 7 

DisBAEU [To Lady Beacomsfield] Mary, my 
dear; your morning tribute! [He hands htt the flowers, 
and then kisses ker, muek to the disgust qf the others] 

Ladt Beaconhfield. Thank you, Dizityl [To the 
eihers] Every morning of his life — wherever we 
are — 

Mrs. Tsavebs [Laughing] How ungallant to omit 
us! 

Disraeli. My homage to Lady Beaconsfield, is a 
homage to the entire sex. 

Ladt Beaconstibld [Protesting laughingly] No, no, 
Dizzyl I won't be put oSf like thati It's a personal 
love-token, and you know it. 

Disraeli [Laughing] Lay not that flattering unc- 
tion to your soul I You know I married you for your 
mcmey. [Everybody is deeply shacked] 
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Ladt BsAcONanBLD. All very well; but if 't was 
to do over again, now you'd msiry me for love. 

DisRAXLi. Perish the thought! For aU who many 
for love either beat their wivea, or run away from 

CuASUES [Indignant] I trust you are jesting, sir I 

DiBBiGu [Luting hu eyegloM and looking at him 
a TaomeKl\ Sir, I trust I am. But I can never be 
sure. [Breaking oj] StiU no Probert? 

DncHEaa. Sir Michael is extremely busy. 

DisBAELi [Croiting toward the beU-jni/I] TshI — 
Lazy man! 

CHABLEa, Lazy — ? . 

DisHAELi. Why, of course. The man .who doea. 
thiugs, should never be seett doing 'em^ .^ ( 

Charles. That is a pose. 

Disraeli. Not at tJl. It's s pose when he lets 
himself be seen, [To everybody's amasemenl he rings 
mihout asking leave. Then he remembera] Oh — 
Duchess, may I ring? 

DccHsas [Sharjily] You have. Surely, you have 
breakfasted? 

Disraeli. Ages ago! [To the Servant toho enters 
and comes to the Duchess] Ah — would you very kindly 
tell Sir Michael Probert I wish to speak to him? 
[He carelesaly drops his hat and cloak on Vie Seb- 
vamt's arm] 

[The Servant is taken aback and glances at the 
Duchess. She nods. Servant exit] 

DoKB [to break the awkward pause — to the young 
people] Er — had a pleasant game? 

Clarissa [To Lady Beaconsfield, laughing] Poor 
Ped^ns nearly fainted. 
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I [To CloTMga} Why? 

DucHEBS [SUffiy] One does not realise that the 
Governor of the Bank of England can be — ah — 
rung for. 

DiBBAEiJ [Simptp] Why not? 

Ddeb [Interpoting kastily] My dear Belmda, Mr. 
Disraeli orders u? aU about. We tremble at his nod. 

Lady Bbaconssielo. What do you want Sir 
Michael for? 

Mbs. Tbavxrs. The Prime Minister and the Gov- 
ernor of the BankI What wondeiful things we shall 
witness! 

DiSBA£Li. I fear not, dear lady t [To the Dvceebs] 
I tan going to carry my impertinence so far as to ask 
yoQ to allow me to see Probcrt in private. 

DncEEBS. Will you take him to the library? 

IbsRAEiJ. The library is too solemn. It suggests 
a — conference. [Careleaaly] No — this dainty room, 
with its flowers, its sunshine, will answer my purpose 
quite well. [General horrified aTtiasement] 

Duchess [Rising indignant] But — I 

DcxB [HastUy] Of course, of course. We'll clear 
out. [Offering Mas. TaAVERS hia arm] Mrs. Travers, 
I 'II show you my guns. Belinda, take Lady Beacons- 
field to the orangery. 

[Exit wttk Mbs. Travers. Th^ Cudwosths and 
Brookes go off inio the garden] 

DucHEaa [Moeing to go, turns to CiakisbaJ You will 
entertain Deeford, Clarissa. 

Charles [To Clarissa] I shall be enchanted. 
Lady Clarissa, I should like to tell you about my — 
ah — reforms on the estate. I am convinced that a 
happy peasantry — 
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DiSBAELi lAUcntiee, eominn over to Chableb] Wliat 
retorma, young gentieman? 

Chabi.es [HattghtUy] OhI I fear you would con- 
sider them beneath notice. I am reclaiming marshy - 
districts — introducing a new system of drunage — 
building model dwellings — model diuries — mere ques- 
tions o[ sanitation. 

DisRjUiLi [Looks at Chablss wUk ntrprae] Why 
— I had no idea — I That is splendid! That is true 
statesmanship — Health before everything! SamtoM 
tanitatum: omnia sanitas! 

Chasles [Bridling] I knew you would laugh at 
me. [To Clabissa] W31 you come? 

CiiABissA [CoU/j/l Very sorry. I 'm going to write 
up my diary. [She turns to go] 

Charles [FoUotdng her] Your diary — f 

CiiABiHSA. Yes. [Indicating Diskaeli] During our 
walk he said things I want to remember. 

[Charles Tru^eet an angry gesture and exU through 
right, shutting it after him] 

The Butler [Flings the door open and announces] 
Sir Michael Probert. 

[Enter Sm Mickael Fbobebt, Clabissa curtties 
to him] 



F [To everybody] Good morning! 

[Clarissa exit] 
Fbobert [To Disraeli] Mr. Disraeli, I am very 
busy this morning. 

I Disraeli. Then how grateful you must be for this 
interruption! 
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DocHBSa [Going itOo the gardsn\ I hope you will not 
\-be long. 

DiBKASU. Ah — that depends on Probert. 
/ / [The DncHESS and Ladt Beaconspibld go ouf] 

Fbobert. Now, Mr. Disraeli — 

DiSBAEU. One moment. [He ero*»ea to the door, 
v>Meh he dotes, then he closes the ctuement of the centre 
window and then the French window on the l^i\ 

pROBEBT \Waiching him. in wondermerU] Good 
Heavenat Is n't it warm enough? 

DisBAEiii. Extraordinary how voices travel. 

Probert. Eh? 

Disraeli. And how pretty ears come hidfway to 
[ meet them. 

Fbobert. Do you suggest — ? n 

~ LAEU. Nothing. Sit down, ProbeiV'^ Sit downl \ 
lOBERT [Sitting unwillingly] I am unusually busyT"\ 

Di^iAELi. t am usually busy. Now tell me. 
You arrived last night after we had all gone to bed, 
but you found a note from me awaiting you. 

pROBEBT. Ha! ha! That was not meant to be 
taken in earaest. 

Disraeli. Pardon me, in dead earnest. "^ 

Probert. Do you seriously'mean you are think- 
ing of purchasing the Syez Canal? 

DiBBAELi. I hare seldom meant anythmg half so 
seriouslJ^;?) 

PEEoBERT. But it's not for sale. 

DiSBABU. l\jfi for sale. Ismail is dying to sell. 

Probert. (Bow do you know? 

DiaRABi^ ~^9 ^"^ ^'^ mat^^^ ^ 

Fbobert. Ana you ask the Bank of England to 
backyouP 
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DtSBAEU. Temporarily. Until Parliament meeta. 

Fbobest. On this vague knowledge" which you 
will not even explain. 'f\ 

DisBABLi. I will explain when the time comes. AU 
1 want now, ia your assent on principle. 

Pbobbbt. Then let me tell you at once, sir, you 
shall never have that assent. Never, sirl \Ahoitt to 
me] 

Disraeli [Stopjn'n^ Jwa^ Wait a momenti 

Peobest [StHt'ni? agairi\ No, sir. There is nothing 
to wait for. I am a serious man. I shall not allow 
the Bank to play at ducks and drakes with the money 
entrusted to its keeping. Ducks and drakes, sir, on 
an Egyptian ditch. 

DisRAiiLi. Egyptian ditch? That's rather neat . 
Only it's not ducks and drakes, because the Govern- 
ment will be at your back. 

FitOBERT. How do I know that? 

DisBAELi [IFifA afiasiCi I say so, 

Pbobebt. Suppose the government fall? 

DisKAELi [Tumtwif on Aim] My dear man, it's 
always falling. What difference does that make? 
Don't the Conservatives invariably go on just where 
the Radicals left off, and vice versa? Besides, in this 
case, it has n't time .to fall. This thing must be done 
within the next three weeks: long before Parliament 



[Mas. Travebs appears ouiaide on the lawn, close 
to the casement] 



Why in such a hurry? 
Disraeli. Because Russia — 

Pbobeht [Interrupting kirn with a tnort] OhI that ( 
ancient bugbeart ^ 
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DiBRAiM. That ever-present peril ! — knors of tliis 
opportunity to purchase the highroad to India. 

Pbobeht. Then why has n't she purchased it? 

DiSBABU. She's not r^dy — she has no fleet ; but 
— she Is waging us. ^eb watching me — 

[Mas. Tbatsbb opent the centre catemmt and 
liatens] 

Fbobebt. Hal The spy Mania — ! 

DiSBA&iJ. And if she sees the slightest move on 
my part, she will snap up the canal, fleet or no 
Seetl 



Fbobebt [Turning to kim] But my dear sir — [Be \ 
»eet Mrs. Tbatebs. Sha ia itiTutcenily ptuelang a 1 
flower from a bush ovtnde window] By Jove, what a I 
pretty womanl [She holds the JUnoer in her hand, i 
looks in at them, noda j^easanilp, and passes on] 

DisBAELi [TitTna as Probert speaks. Waits untU 
she begins lo move on, then turns to Frobebt] Yes. - 
[Watches her going, then turns to Fbobebt oj^atn] Such 
pretty ears I [Qoea up ajid doses the casement, stands 
there, thinking a momeni: then dismisses the iwndenl 
and comes down to Pbobert, who has resumed his seat] 
■WelT, sir, after that delightful interlude — -" 

Probert. No, sir, in my opinion your scheme is 
hare-brained. Moreover it is [With great emphasis] 
un con stitutional ; and the Bank will be no party to 
your high-handed methods. 

Disraeli [ImpatienUj/] I tell you there b no 

Pbobebt [WaHtig him aside] You exaggerate the 

imp»tance of the thing. Yon have the Eastern 

imagination. Because this canal runs through a 

desert, you see it in a dream — in a mirage — I 

81 
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DisBAEU [SUting] Neat ag^. [With a whimmeal 
glance at kim] Ah, we poets! 

Pbobert. Ttie can^ is & confessed failure. 

DlSBAHLI. Oh? 

pROBEBT. Whatever does n't pay 'a a failu^ The ■ 
tonnage that passed through it last year — 

Di8IUj:li [Interrupting Mm impatiently] Oh, 
please, please I 

Fbobebt. And it's silting up, sir; silUng upl 
Soon the only ship sailing on it will be the ship of the 
desert. I mean the camel, sir I 

DisBABU [Innocently] I thought you meant tlte 
camel. 

Frobebt. Beware of the East, Don't touch it or 
you will go under. Remember Pharaoh, oil £e- 
nember Pharaoh! 

DisBASLi. Yes; but what about MosesF 

FsoBEBT. He was a Jew — hum — he was privi- 
leged. 

^TBPiir.T.T In short — ? 
fFKOSEOT.' In short — [Riting] I disapprove of 
/ your imperialistic ideas, Mr. Disraeli, and the Bank 
/ shall not stir a finger to further them. (Disraeli 

moves away, mastering his anger, and opens the windows] \ 
\ Why are you — ? 
V..^i8BAELi. I feared you were getting too warm. 

pROBEBT. Hat — I rejoice to think I have made j 
this rash enterprise impossible. 1 

DisBAEU [Looking out at window l^t] Oh, but yoi^ J 
have n't, 

pROBEBT. What I Where will you go for the 



DiBKABLi [TvmiTtg to him and coming down slowly] 
Where Pharaoh went. Where all Christiana go. t 
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ahajl go to Moaes. [Pbobebt is tumplutted for the 
momerd, but recovon and crotaei determinedly to the 
doors] 

Fbobkbt. At any rat«, understand. It will be no 
' use coming to me. Under no circumstances whatso- 
ever will the National Institution of which I am the 
head, be a party to your unconatituUonal methods. 
{At the door, turning to DissAXu] This, sir, is definite 
and final. 

DiaRAEU. Nothing is final. Sir Michael. Id the 
unl^ely event of Moses failing me, I may send for you 
agauh 

Fbosebt \DeRaniiy\ And I shall not come, sirl ^^ . 

[Ladt Bbaconbtuld has entered through the window] 
DiBBAEU [Looking after Pbobbrt] I think you 
will. I think you will. [He doeee the door and ttande 
, thinking a moment] 

Lady SsACOiranELD [Anxiously] Have you quar- 
relled with himP 

DiasABU. No — ao, my dear, but he's missed his 
opportunity. [He crosses qmckly to writing desk, puUs 
the bell and sUs to write a telegram] Mary, I want you 
to come ' to my room and write some letters for me. 
I must get hold of Hugh Meyers. 

Ladt Bbaconsfield [With a touch cf anxiety] 
Hugh Meyers, the banker? 

DisBAJEU. Hugh Meyers, the banker. That's the 
man , Mary, that's the man. 

.[Bdtleb enters] 
Would you very kindly send that telegram? 
[Gives it to Butler, toko exit R.] 
S3 
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[DiBRAXU pickt up Mbs. Toi-vEBa' fan, hola at 
U and titinkt, put* it down, rues and corns* 
Andy io the centre. Lady Beacoksfield 
toatchet him; anxioutly calU to him: — "Dixzy." 
— Ee riopa and heekon* to her to come to kim] 
DiBBAXiii. Mary — where have I seen Mis. Travers 
before? 

Ladt Beacohshbld [Rdievedl Ob, we've met her 
at dinners — 

DiBBAEU. No, not I mean, long ago. 
Lady Bbaconsfieu). Now, Dizzyl You're oS on 
one of your wild-goose chases. 

DmtAELi. And now she haunts me. 
Lajiy BEACONariELD. She worships you — as all 
pretty women do. 

DiaaAELi [Miuin^] Blue and white — blue and 
white — 
Ladt Beaconsfield. W^^are you hdldng about? 
D18BAEL1. I connect her^something blue and white. 

[Mbs. Tbavbbs and GiiASIBSa are teen crotting on 
the town. Mbb. Tkatebs laught] 
Lady Beaconsfizld. Disxy! 

DiaRAEU. Here she is again! — with Clarissa. 
Bun along, my dear, run along. 

[Lady Beaconbtield eitf] 

\Be foUom her. Jvjt at he ia at the door, he hear* 
Mbs. Toatebs laughing again. He looks towards 
her] Where the devil was it? 

{Exit — dosing the door] 

[Enter Mbs. Tbatebs and Clabissa /rom the 
gaTden\ 
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Clabissa [Looking c^ter DiasAELi] There, now! 
We've driven him away! What a pity! 

Mbb. Toatebs. What a hero-worahipper you aret 

Claiussa. But what a hero to worshipl When I 
am talking with him, I am talldug with one of the 
makers of history. 

Mas. Travebs [Inaidioitsly] I suppose he unbur- 
dens himself to you quite freely? 

Clabissa. It never seems as though it were im- 
portant; but, suddenly, I find he is teUing me great 
and wonderful, things. Hgjhinks in empbes. 

Mbs. Tbavebs. This frieadship between the young 
^1 and the statesman is strangely beautiful. How 
precious your sympathy must be to him. 

CiiABiaaA. I realise wbatlhe has done for his country; 
what difficulties he has overcome by Us genius; and 
everybody else seems so trivial — so unnecessary. 
Don't you feel that? [She tits on the ottoman] 

Mas. Tbavebs. I think I understand. What 
would I give to make a third in your conversations I 
[SUs bende her] 

Clabissa. Why don't you? 

Mbs. Tbavkrs. Poor Uttie mel I have n't brains 
enough. No. You must sometimes tell me in a 
simple way what he has been saying. [Innocentlp] 
For instance, why did he sunuuon Sir SCchael Just 
now? 

Clabissa. Oh! He doesn't talk about little 
things like that! He discusses the condition of the 
people, the policy of nations. 

Mb3. Tratebs. And his own ambitions? 

Clabibsa. Never. His ambition is limited to 
making his coimtry great. 

Mas. Tbatgbs. But tell me — why — 
35 
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[EtOer Chablxb, /rom the gardm] 

Cbablxb. So your Mr. DUraeli has kindly sllowed 
you to come back? 

CiuWiSHA [Ri»iim\ Come, Agatha! M^mipa will 
be wanting me. 

Chables. The Duchesa sent me to ask Mrs. 
Travers to join her. 

Clabibsa [roMBS. TbavebsI Agatha, comet 

Chabusb [To Clabissa] As a reward, she held out 
the hope that you would cheer my loneliness. 

Mbb. Tbatebs [To CilAbissa, kaeHly] Yes, dear; 
that b only tail. 

{ExU, turning at the mndow to ernUe at Chabus] 

Cbahub [With a aigh cf aaH^action] Ah — 1 Kow, 
I^y Clarissa, pray be seated. 

Clabissa [Coming over to km; abruptly] Why do 
you dislike Mr. Disraeli so much? 

Chabus [Taken ahack] I udth« like him, nor 
dislike him. He is nothing to me. 

C1.ABIBSA. Oh? — Don't you feel lonely? 

Chablbs [AHonished] Lonely — ? 

Clabissa. You are the only man in all the world, 
who neither likes nor dislikes Mr. Disraeli. 

Chables {Dismitnngtkeeuhied. PotrontTtn^I^I Yea, 
yes. I know how you admire him. But we won't 
argue about that now. I have had the honour ot a 
ConversatioQ with your mother. 

Clabissa \Wiih a quick look at fttm] Yes? 

Chables. And she has given me her gracious per- 
mission to address you. 

Clabissa [Demurely] Was her pennission needed? 
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Chablxs. For my present purpose, yes. I am 
rather a stickler for form, you know. 

ClxlBiasA. {Simply] I know. 

Chableb. The fact is, as I t<^ youi mother, I 
ccmaider it my duty to marry — 

CbAsiBSA. Yea — ? 

Chables. It is perhaps a little early. But 1 have 
views, and I wish to have time to inculcate them in 
my wife before she has to assume her full responsibil- 
ities and — ah — privilegea — as Duchess of Dunelm. 

Clabissa, [Sitting on the ottoman] Yes? 

Chables. I am much interested in the working- 
man. I have iJaos for building model cottages, with 
improved — ah — sanitary appliances. I shall spend 
a good deal of time among my people. I shall eipect 
my wife to help me. We must raise the tone of the 
agricultural labourer. You will hardly believe that 
many of them have never heard of Buskin. All that 
must be altered. I trust the Duke and Duchesa of 
Dunelm will show their humble friends a model Eng- 
lish household, model children — in short, a model — 

CiABissA. One moment. What have all these 
models to do with meP 

Chablis [Somewhat furpmeif] Have I not made 
myself clear? Since I first had the privilege of meet- 
ing you, I have watched you closely, and, — ah — 
Clarissa — [Sitting beside her] may I call you Clar- 
issa? — [She bows assent] I have decided that in 
time, you will become admirably suited to occupy the 
position I have — er — adumbrated. 

CiABiasA [Quic^y] I beg your pardon? 

Chables [Exj4aining graciously] Adumbrated — 
outlined. 

CiiABiaaA [Demurel}/] Thank you. You will think 
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me vay tSBj, Charles — may I caO you Charles? 
[He grtudy bowi ataent] — Thuik you. But I am not 
quite sure I understand you, even yet. la this — is 
ibia really an oSer of marriage? 

Crablis. I htqied I had made that clear vithout 
offensive plainness of speech. 

L [Staring at Km] How wonderful! 
) [KituUy] OhI Tou have the right to 
expect a high matrimoiual alliance. 

CiiABissA [After a humorous glance at Attn] But 
I mean the manner of your proposal. 

Chahleb. Surely — 

Claiussa. You are a young man of twenty-five, 
and I am a girl of nineteen — and you come with an 
essay on political economy — 1 

Chabubs. I am fl man with heavy responsibilities; 
not a hero of romance. You will enter a family, not 
one of the women of which has ever been talked about, 
and of which the men have never done anything to 
be ashamed of. 

Ci^ABisBA. Have they ever done anything? 

Chableb. Nothing, thank God, to attract atten- 
tioD. [Rimng] Weill I tldnk the next thing, is to 
announce out betrothal — 

Clabissa [Also riaing] Not quite the nest thing. 
I am very much honoured, Lord Deeford, but I 
must decline the responsibilities — and the privileges. 

Cbables [Taken aback] I beg your pardon — 

Ci^ABiBSA [With a great ovlburatl 0, Charles, Charles! 
Y<Hi've made a horrible hash of the whole thing I 
[Chables is htyrrijied] Yes! for pity's sake, let me 
talk slang, or I shall have hysterics! I did like 
you; I liked you very much. You are entirely and 
spotlessly correct But I am not. [Df^nily] I 
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don't like King Arthur. Galahad bores me to tears. 
Chariest Ruakin bores me to death! — I should die 
at Dunelm Caatle. Your women, who hare never 
been talked about, and your men, who have never 
done anything, would make me scream. Your model 
cottages leave me cold, because I know the labourer 
wants bread, not bricks; and ohi those model chil- 
dreal — I want fiesh and blood children, who tear 
their pinafores and smear their faces with jam! 
i Chabuis. But — Lady Clarissa — ! 
f Clasissa. If ever I marry — and I hope I shalll — 
my husband will be a man who has got himself into 
di«adful tangles, so that I may sympathise with him 
and get him out of them. And he must be doing 
things all the timel — I am sorry for you, Charles. 
It is dreadful to begin life, handicapped with a title 
and a ready-made portion. But I want a husb,and 
who is at the bottom, and Is climbing! — climbing od 
hands and knees, — bleeding hands and bleeding 
knees, — with hia eyes fixed on the summit Never 
mind if he never gets there; I can help hirn to climb, 
and, if he falls, I can fall with him. 

Chasles. But I — ! " 

Clasissa. Not — You were bom at the top. You 
sit in a rarified atmosphere like the gods on Olympus 
and design model cottages — [Sh« gvdderdy gives a cry 
i^ joy, iM she tees DisBAEiLi etUering] Ah! — 

Chablks [With an angry look at DiaaAEU who re- ■ 
mains standing at the open door\ I see I have made 
a mistake. 

\Exit iTiio ihe gatder^ 

DisBABLi [Closes ihe door and comes to CLABisaAJ 
So you have refused himP 

CI.ABI3SA iSvrpTised\ OhI How did you know? 
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DiBRABU. That back was eloquent of refusaL Yoo 
have no sympathy with ready-made greatness. [P/oy- 
/utiyf Ah — you are a titUe Badical. 

CuRiam. Perhaps. 

DiSHAXLi. At heart everybody is. I am, 

Clabissa [With amused proUit] Yout 

DisRAKU. Certainly. We want to bring eveiy- 
body to a uniform level; so as to bqpn all over agun 
and — rise above everybody. 

CI.ABIS3A [With a mule. SitHnu on the ottoman] 
Is that RadicalismP 

DisBAiLi. It works out that way. You refuse 
Dedord because be is a mere descendant; not on 
ancestor. 

Clabissa. Well? Am I not right? 

DiatuEU. Be may become an ancestor, you know. 
[She laugtu. He liii beaide ha\ Are you fond of bim? 
[TakM her hand] 

CiiARiaaA [Turning to Mm; IhovgldfvUy and ain- 
cerdy] I like him very much. When he forgets 
Oxford, he can be quite charming. If he had simply 
said, "Clarissa, will you marry me?" I might have 
answered, just as simply, "Yes." But he lectured 
me on model cottages and the model family — I 

Disraeli. I have a very high opinion of him. 

Clabibsa [Amazedl Why, one of my grievances 
against him is that be does not appreciate youl 

Disraeli. He is a little less than courteous to me, 
because be may go through any door in front of me 
by right of birth. That is so ridiculous that it becomes 
sublime. 

Clarissa. It is disgusting. 

Disraeli. No. It is a foundation on which to' 

build empires. That conscious superiority is the 
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quality which enahles one Anglo-Saxon to go out 
among thirty thousand savagea and malce them fear '^ 
him, and hate him — and — adore him. 

CiARiasA. But he haa no initiative! 

DimtABU. Who knows? \Ri*in^ When he boaated 
juat now about his reforms, his model cottages, 
he gave me a new insight into his character; showed 
me there was something in him. 

CiiABissA. Then why does n't he let it come out? 

DiSBASLi [3'wminjr io her with a tmiie\ If the 
opportunity occurred, he might rise to it. 

Clabissa [RiHng] A man should make his own 
opportunities. And it's no use talking. I refused 
him; and I %(AA him why. 

Disraeli. Did you? 

Clabissa. Quite frankly. 

DisRABLi. Did you. 

Clabissa \AlmoH impaHenitp] I told him I must 
have a man of action, of initiative, a man who tried. | 
[With a burst qf enthitaiasm] Oh, Mr. Disraeli, one / 
does not live in your company, see you, and listen to ^ 
you, without learning — 

DtaRAELi [iTOernipHng her gendy] My dear child, 
1 hope you will learn I I ^o 
must begin by giving Deefora 

Claribsa [Stopping her ean] Don't! As he is 
now, I would sooner marry a bricklayer. He does 
lay bricks; and he may build a cathedral. 

[DiSBAEiJ »its on the oOoman laughing hvi thought- 
ful. Enter Zi&DT Beaconspield] 

Ladt BEACONariELD [Aa the enters and clmes door] 
Now, Clarissa, you've had more than your share of 
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Clabisba [Goinf/vp to Ihe window] He has been giv* 
ing me good advice — [With a prtttg jmut at Dibbaeu) 
which I «m not going to followl 

[Exit into garden] 

Ladt Beaoonbfield [Going toteardt the window, 
tunu] Are you coming out? 

D16BAEU [Sitting on the ottoman, IhougkffvUjf] Dee* 
ford liu uked Clarissa to marry him. 

Ladt BEACotrensLD [Without enthunasm] I sup> 
pose that's a good match. 

DisKAEU. And she has refused him. 

Lad7 BEACONanELD [Coming dotnn, interettedly] Oh? 

DiSRAEU [Suddenly riaing] Mary — I am going to 
pUy fairy godfather and bring them together. 

Ladt Beaconsfield [Laughing] Youl A match- 
maker! As if you had n't enough to dol 

Dibbaeu. Ah I Who knows but this may be the 
greatest thing I have done. I have been searching 
for a young man. With such a prize as Clarissa, 
Deeford may become just what I need. Think what 
a splendid couple they 'd make. 

Last Beaconsfiixd [Betide him] Ah, Dizzy — ' 
always dreaming a romance! 

DiBoAEU [Turning to her tenderly] And living one, 
my dear, while you are at my side. [They go up 
etage arm in arm] 

Lady Beaconbfield [ZooKnjr <^ The terrible 
Duchess, and Deeford — and she 's looking black. 

Disraeli [With his baek to the windoui] Then he's 
told her of his rejection. Does she appear to be talk- 
ing much? 

Last Beaconsfield. Volumesi 

Disbaeli [WWi mock fear. Into her ear] Mary — 

#e'll go for a walkl [Exeunt into garden] 

A9. 
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[Enter Duchess and Chabljb /rom garden] 

DucHHSB [Very iridignani] I am. surprised and 
shocked. I shall talk to Clarissa. 

r.TTAH^.iM. X fear that vrill have no effect. 

Duchess. I [ am not in the habit of talking 
without effect! — To what do you attribute her 
refusal? 

Chabmis, May I speak my mind freelyP 

DncHEss. Of course. 

Chasles. Then let me say with all respect, I fear 
she has had her head turned. 

Duchess. What do you mean? By whom? 

Charles. By Mr. Disraeli. 

Duchess [Shocked and indignant] ChorlesI 

Chables. Pray don't misunderstand mel Clarissa 
is very young. She has made a hero of this — Jew. 
He talks to her in his persuasive and magnetic way, 
and, what is tar more dangerous, he encourages her 
to talk to him; fosters her foolish — hum! — her 
high-flown ideals and enthusiasm. The consequence 
is that I seem uninteresting — uninspiring — in a 
word, unromantict )C i ' < ' 

Duchess. I warned Glastcaibury something dread* 
ful would happen if we had that person here. What 
am I to do? The Duke shakes in his shoes at the 
sight of him. [She looks out through the window and sees 
Disbaeli, Lady BEAcoNSnELD and Ciarissa crossing 
the lawn] Here he comes — I dare not trust myseU 
to speak to him. I 'U talk to Clarissa. 

Chabi^es. Aud I 'II talk to Mr. Disraelil 

Duchess. Be careful! 

Charles. Oh, I'm not afraid of himt [He tume 
over the leaves qf a "hook] 
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[EideT DisBAEu Ummfk the wmdoa. Se hov»-4e 
the Dd(»bsb, teko §«a md '*~— f * **' "fjifir"*' 
tnn^ou i m ghtiif. Be tnHa and comet dovm] 

DiSRAELL Ah, Deeford? Coortiiig the Muae? 

Chasus [OffetuiBtiji\ No. I tidther rotd novels 
DOT WTit« them. 

DiBEAZU. F!ty. Innocent recrestions, both; and 
the latter lucrative. 

Charles. [SUnKnUng the book and eonanaunitg a 
tpeedt] Mr. Disraeli — 

DiSBAELi [Depreeatinglyl There, now 1 I know thftt 
tone of VMee so well — 

Charij» {Coming touxtrdt him angnij/] What do 
you mean, sir? 

DiHOAEU. It *B the tone of an angry nun. Now, 
what can have put you outF [At a movement from 
Ciumjss] No. Don't speak. Interruptions are an- 
noying. If they had n't interrupted me the first time 
I addressed the house, I might have become a vestry- 
man and respectable. 

Chakles. Really, ib. Disraeli, you make it diffi- 
cult to talk to you seriously. 

DiSBAEU. Oh! Never talk seriously. Keep your 
grave face for your jokes. 

Chablbs [Tumitig away, disgueledly] I never make 

IDmaAEU. The man who never makes jokes ja a '> 
standing joke to the world. 

Chables. Mr. Disraeli! Clarissa — has refused 
me. 
DiBRAEu [Oravely] Yea? 

Charles [Coming oner to him] And I, sir, — I at- 
tribute her refusal to your influence. 



h. Google 



DISRAELI 

DlBRAGLt [Looking at him keenly] I see I was 
thoroughly justified in tbinkiiig well of you. 

Charles [AsUmithedi What do you mean? 

DiSRAEU. You have courage, or you could never 
say that to me. 

Chables [Haughtily] Pray, why should I not say 

it? , - ~-^ 

DiSBAEiJ. \ Because^ it is true. And when a very 
young man spe^n tm. unpleasant truth to a very old 
one — he shows absolutely reckless courage. 

Charles. There was no other way. 

DiSBABLi [Impatieritlt/, turning ateay] A hundred. 
Do you take a girl's No as final? 
" Charles. I suppose she^nows her own mind — 

-Dqbaeli. Certainly. But make her change it. 
V Charles. How? 

\ Disraeli [Turning to kim and smiling] I am glad 
you are asking me to help you — because I am inter- 
ested in you. 

Chablbs. Interested in me? 

Disraeli. Deeply. 

Charles. Why? 

DiSBAELl. (^Becaaae) England stands in terrible 
need of men oTyoiu stamp. 

Charles [Conientptiwuily] I cannot see that. Eng- 
land ia doing very well. [ITtfA a fins oratorieal manner] 
She was never so prosperous as now. She has a wise 
aristocracy, an industrious middleclass, and a con- 
tented and happy peasantry. Other nations envy her. 

DiBBAEU. Splendid! Splendid! How many old 
Tory squires I've heard talk just like thati And 
that's how they've talked since the beginning of 
things. That's how they talked when we lost America; 
when the Indian mutiny burst upon us; when our 
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Boldiers froze and starved in tiie Cimea; when we 
deserted Denmark; and when we sat idle while France 
and Germany flew at each other's throats. It's just 
that talk that has lost us all our friendships. 

Chabus [Contemptuously] Ah I — ContinentaJ 
friendships! Frog-eatersI — beer-swillersl 

Disraeli [Very nearly angry — masters hitme^ Ah 

— is that how you talked to Clarissa? 
Cbablkb. I do not discuss politics with women. 
DtSBAXLi. I do. [He takes Chableb by the arm 

and forces kim dotm beside him on the ottonuin] See 
manl Seel England is as isolated as a ship lying 
off the coast. "Rer crew know nothing of wl^t they 
call the land-lubbers. They go on shore now and 
. then fnr « '1'~baii-''K and £■.-. Ihey only hunt out the 
V , f.,.; - :'!■ lin. k ^vitb ,•> I. i«dache, and righteously 
.;" ■,. ' -ov art; nit aa i-ther meni I tell you a 
!-.>:jiv.. I- .!: wi> t ai. •.vr the worid. Titanic forces 
..i' .■iifbi-.i'."il in \iii.-.' :>, forces you have no con- 

c- ;.'■.■ f Tl'." apiiil. of nationality has awakened 

ui i'rance, in Germany, in Italy. New wine has been 
poured into the old bottles, and an explosion must 
follow sooner or later. I shall not live to see it, but 
I hear the seething of the yeaati But you — t My 
God, what things you will witnessl Take care you 
are not asleep! 'j— All the nations ^ust expand, and 
rTrrywhwT -nwr 'empire is in their Vay — Russia, for 
instance. Now, while England stands alone, while 
France is crippled, and before Germany has recovered 

— now is Russia's opportunity to snatch at India. 
With India lost, the whole fabric crumbles; and Eng- 
land sinks into insigniGcance: a Beisium at seal 
[Ri»ing\ Now do you see why Clarissa refused you? 

— These are the things I have shown her. Do you 
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wonder she wamsta mwi of action? Do you wonder 
ahe will not b«'c9nt«nt with being a mere Duke'a wife? 

Charles [Deeply impressedl I see — [RiMngl But 
what can I do? Wiat can any one man do? 

DissAinj. Wliat one man has already donel 

Chables [Coming ta Aim] You, sir? — But how 
can I hope to emulate you? 

Disraeli. You can learn — Will you learn? 

Charles [Eagerlyl Will -you teach me, ar? 

DisRAEu. Yes. 

Charles. How can I begin? 

DisRAEU. Leave your small ideals; or, better 
still, grow from small ideals to gteater. You have 
begun — well; you are setting your house in order, — 
now pass onl Pass from the Parish to the Empirel 

Chari.es. The parishi How small it seemsl And 
everythiiig I've done in politics how utterly insig< 
nificant! 

DisRAEU. In politics notliing is insignificant. 

Charles [Laugkiftg bilierly\ Contrast it with this 
question of Lidia? 

DiBRABu. Whether we hold it or lose it? 

Chableb. Yes I Yesl What is the solution — war? 

Disraeli. War is never a solution; — war is an 
aggravation. 

CoAauis [Eagerly] What, then, is the solution? 

DtsRAEU [Tuma and looks at him. aieadUy awkile aa 
ij deciding whether he it fit to be UM, then comee eloee 
to him, and speaka almoH in a Tchisj/er] A very small 
thing; a thing men are laughing at. 
-Charles. What, sir, what? 

Disraeli. A ditch. A ditch dug in sand. 

Chables [Pmsiedl A ditch — ? 

DtBBABLi. A ditch, dug in shifting sand. 
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Chablxs. You mean the — I IDibrajsij. swifU]/ mo- 
tions him to tHetux, and ahaiy approachea the door on 
tham 

Chables [Watching kim mth amaxemeni\ Wliy, 
sirP Surely, this secluded room in a nobleman's 
house is, of all places, the moat secure — [DiaBAEu 
operu the door. Maa. Teavebs fdlom the opemng 
door with her hand on the haridle] 

DiasABu [Ajiologinng prqfuaelg] I beg your pardon I 

Mss. TaAV£BB IQuHe vnperturbedl Thank you so 
much. Dear Clarissa left her book — 

DisrabLi. a fortunate circumstance for us. What 
was the book? 

Mbs. TaAV£&&. Sybil. [She makei a pretence qf 
looking for the book] 

DisRABLi. I have heard of it. Now, where can it 
beP [He makes a great tkout <^ hoking for it, hit keeps 
an eye on her\ Do help ua, Deeford. Remember, — a 
ditch in sand, gives the best soil for celery. [To Mrs. 
Travebs uiiile they are ail ottenmhly hunHng] We 
were in the thick of a very interesting discussion — 
some people say loam — 

Mbs. IWtebs. BeallyP 

Disraeli. And some advocate a fertilizer — [Mbs. 
Tratebs taking a book from under her wrap, turtu and 
teeing Disbaeli's back towarda her, tlipt it behind a 
piece cffumilwe. Disbaeu tees her] But I say sand. 

Mbs. Tbavebs [StiU looHng for the book] Sand? 

[During the thick i4 the hunt, enter theT>jjEEfiMoV)ed 

by Ladt Beaconbfieu), Lord and Last Cud- 

wobtb, Lobd and Lady Brooke and Clabissa] 

Ddee [CheeifvUy] What are you all playing? J 

Hide and seek? 
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DiaBAXu. Something like it, Duke. [Ee finds Vie 
book] Ahl There it isl Now is n't that remarkable? 
\He tloopt to pick ii up] 

Ladt Beaconbfibu}. Now, Diziy, you know you 
are not to stoop. 

DiBBAELi. Ah, but to pick up things one must. 
[To Mb9. Tbatebs, handing ker the book] Mustn't 
one? [She looks at him, in a haifsmiling, pussded way] 

DucHEsa [Enimng unconscious of anything nmuiuti] 
I have arranged we are oil to picnic in tiie Abbey 
ruins to-morrow. 

DiBBABU. Dear Duchess, I am deeply griered, but 
we shall not be able to avail ouradves of your exquisite 
hoapitaUty beyond to-day — 

~ i [Coldly] Oh — ? I am sorry. But, of 

- Deeford, will you drive the drag? 

Deeford is coming with us. [A general 
movement cf astoniahmenl. Chaslsb looks expectan&y 
towards Disraeli] 

DiTCHBes [Turning round sharply] What? 

IhB&UEiii. I require his assistance. 

DtrcHsss [Anuaed and indignant] "Require his 
assistance — I" 

DiaRABU. Lord Deeford has done m« the honour 
of accepting a secretaryship. [Bxdanuitions] 

Mbs. Tbaveeb. How unexpected! — Lord Dee- 
ford workii^I ' — Claiissal Is n't that unexpected? 

Clabibsa [TFitA a smile, looking at Chasleb] Not 
altogether. 

Mas. Travebs. And how he'll have to worki [To 
Disraeli] You will have so many things to teach 

Chablkb [LooHnii at Clarissa] Mr. Disraeli has 
already begun. 

49 



h. Google 



DISRAELI 

j Diaiusu. Yea, I Jwx£ been teachin^^im what it 
I took me many ye£n^ learn. 

Mss. Ta&TEBS. And what is that? 
DraRABLi [Tvmiti^ ^oidy and looking at her] Dear 
lady, tliat a ditch dug in sand gives the beet soU for . 
celery. \/ 
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THE CHARACTEBS IN THE PLAY 

The Ddkb ov Glutohbubt 
The Duchebs Of Gi-astondubt 

CliAHIBSA, LaDT FeVENBET 

Chablbs, ViBcotnrr Deetord 

Adolphus, Vibcx>unt Cddwobth 

Ladt CimwoBTH 

Lord Bbooeb of Bbooebhiu, 

Ladi Bhooee 

The Rt. Hon. Behiawk Dibbaxu, M.P. 

Last Bbaconsfield 

Mob. Noel Tkayebs 

Sir Micbaxl Pboberv, Babt. 

Mb. HtioH Metebb 

Mb. Lduucy FouAiCBn 

Mb. Tgabui 

BUTLKB A* GLASTONBimT ToWEBS 

Bascot, Disbaeu's BtnLBB 

PoTTSB, Disbaeu's Gabdenbb 

Flooks, a bubal FOSntAN 

A Foonuit 
Diflomatb; Enousii and Fobeion Natal and Miutabt 
Omc&Ba: LoitiieA»DLAoi£8; lJVEBiEi>SEBVAins;ETG.,Eia 
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Scram — In Douming Street 

DmBASu'ei jmtcOe roam m Downing Street. On the 
Uift a large window opens on a glaas-eovered baloony fvU 
cf evergreene and Jhwen. At the back, ttywarda the l^t 
a door; another door in the right comer and a third door 
in front, on the right. In the centre cf the room a great 
VDTiiing UMe, with a chair bekind it. Two other ehaira 
R. and L. qf tahU. On the walis roller maps, engraved 
portraiie qf gtaie»men. The general atpect qf Ike room 
is solemn and dignified, not to lay heavy. The table is 
littered wUk documents, blu4-boaks and letters. A smaller 
table in front, below the window on the Uft. Chair 
neariL 

[The room is empty, as the curtain rises. Presently 
FoUAHBK opens the door in the right comer cautiously 
and peers into the room; he is about to enter but witk- 
draws quickly as the lower door R. is opened throttgh 
which enters Mb. Teabue, with Utters; some un- 
opened, which he places on small table lift; others 
opened, which he traces on the large taHe centre. Mr. 
Teablb exU R. front. In the meantime Fouambe has 
been teen watching him ftirOBely. As soon as the Clerk 
has gone, Fouahbk slips in with catlike swiftness. He 
stands at the l^t comer of the voting table facing and 
watching the entrance-door. With one band he shuffles 
the letters, and at the same Hme peers at them. Bis eye 
falls on an open letter. This he coaxes towards him 
51 



h. Google 



DISBAELi; 

and triea lo read (mi qf the comer qf ku eye. Etder 
PiBRAKiJ suddenly, jaUotoed by Mb. Teable. Fol- 
^AUBB stands quite unejnbarrassedl 

DiBBABU [PleatanUy] Good morning, Mr. Fol- 
jambe — [To Mb. Teable] You did not tell me Mr. 
F<djiunbe was waiting. 

TsABUJ [At do&r] He was not here, sir. [Closer 
door] Your persouaJ letters are on the table, sir. 

DiBBASLi [To kim] Thank you, Mr. Tearle. [Sits 
in chair behind table] 

[Exit Teable through door up R.} 
IDkbaeli looks at Foljambb enquiringlyl 

Fouambe. I have come on a personal mutter, sir. 

DisBAELi. Yes? [Glances over his letters and makes 
pencil notes on their backs] 

Fouambe [In the tone t^ a just man with a grietance] 
I have had the honour o( being here some time — 

DiSBAELi. Yea? 

Fouambe. I feel I can be ctf little use to you under 
present circumstances. 

DiSBAEU. I don't understand. 

Fouaube. If I may say so, you seem to be keep- 
ing me at arm's length. 

DiBBAEU [Protesting] Oh[ — Your presence at my 
dbow is a proof to the contrary. 

Fouambe. I am not in the close touch with you 
I had hoped for. No important matters have been 
entrusted to me. Even my room is upstairs — a 
long way oB. 

DiBBAELi. Patience! Patience! You will remem- 
ber I told you I must observe you a little while. I have 
been doing so. The result is just what I expected. 

Fouambe. I am very grateful, sii — May I hope — ? 
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DiSRAEU. Yes. HencefortJi I will keep you busy. 
Idattera of gre&t consequence are coming up to-day — 

PoUAMBE [Eagerlp] Yes, sir? 

DiBRAEU. Yes, Mr. Foljambe; I may seqt, one 
matter of National importance. 

FouAUBii [Inaidiouely] Of — er — Imperial impor- 
tance, ur? 

DiBEAELi. Yes, even of Imp^ial importance. 

FoLiAMSB. Indeed, sir! " ' 

DiBR&siJ. For unless the heart be sound the wh ole / 
bo dy must suffe r. • 

FoUSSbeTiou allude sir, to — ? 

Disraeli. I allude to drainage. 

FouAHBE [DUappointedi Drainage? [Then imin- 
vaUnflj/] Ah, the drainage of waste-places, the 
drainage of the desert? 

DiSRAEU. No, DO, Mr. Fdjambe, the drainage of 
London. A great scheme. Enormous expense. I 
am trying to arrange a loan. [Handing kim a packet 
ef papert from taUe] Here are the papers — you 
mi^t look them over. . 

FouAunE [CreslfaUen, taktTig (Aa pajien] Is there 
nothing else, sir? 

Disraeli. Yes, yes. [Picks up a Hue docwneni] 
This contains the report erf the Secretary of State for 
India on the coaling stations and fortifications of the 
Gulf of Aden. Dry stuff, I fear. Let me see; where 
is the Gulf of Aden? [RUer and goes mer to the 
maps, unroUa a uiap qf Africa. Turning to Fouahhe: 
v>k> has foUowed him] Where is the Gulf of Aden? 
[Fouahre promptly points U otAl You're familiar 
with the country, I see. [Fouaubb gUnia ilighHy. 
Disraeli then examines the map] Ah yesl Very un- 
healthy climate, I believe. 
&3 
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TouAMBS [Deliberatd}/] The district will grow in 
importance with the development of the Suez Cana]. 

DiSKAEU [Wiih eoniempt] Oh, the Sues Canal! 
Silting up, sir; silting upl [Ae(wn« to taile; Dee- 
VOKD enters through door dovm R. He carrieg teveral 
large official Utie ensdopet, teated] Ah, DeefordI 

Ckables. Dispatchea from Russia, sir. {Dis- 
BABLi tote* M«m and placet them on table. Decfobd 
jMuaes on over to kta ttAle on the l^t, where he eUs and 
eommetieee vxtrking of docameiUa\ 

SouAUBK. Whtd do you wish roe to do with those 
papers, sir? 

DisBAELi. Id a moment. [Picka ttp engagemettt 
card and erottes to Deefobb. Fouucbb edget totearda 
table, glancing at diepaichea] We shall have a vray 
busy day to-day, Deeford. I lunch with the Gold- 
smiths' Company at one; I have to respond to the 
toast of Literature. Must say something nice about 
poor deu' Lytton. Thinks he can write novds. 
[Theg lajtgh] This afternoon Lady Salisbury nas^ 
garden piuiy at Hatfield. I do hope it won't rein. 
[Disraeli Itima hi* bead tligMy to glance ovt qf window, 
FouAMBK quicHy snatches up one dispatch to look at the 
one underneath; Dibkaeli sees this out cf the comer 
tif his eye bid conHnues] To-night Lady Beacons* 
field and I dine at the R«ach Embassy — admirable 
cookingl — We have promised to look in at the I.yceum 
to see Irving's Hamlet. I shall probably sup with 
him at the Beefsteak Club. A strenuous day, 
Deeford. 

Chablbs [Laughing] But no work, sirt 

DiBRAXLL The less a Prime Minister does, the 

fewer mistakes he is ^t to make. [Smiling] That's 

rather good. Mr. Foljambe, please make a note 

M 
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of that. [FouAMBB icatcking Dibbaeli ddiberalely 
putt the packet (jf whiie papers which DiaoAJXi gave 
him on top cf the diepaichee, then makee a note in a note 
book vJuch he eamei] The less a Prime Minister — I 
must say that at Manchester — Manchester will appre- 
ciate that And it will infuriate John Bright. He has 
no sense of humour. [Charlbs and Disraeli laugh. 
FoUAMBZ having made the note, now ptchi up the white 
paperi and the diipatchei as wdi — amf vuxea towards 
door at DisBAEu comes to hivi\ 

DisRAEU [Olandng ai the table as he comes up to Foii- 
lAUBB and iwticing thai the dispatches are gone] You 
might take up your quarters [Poirding to the door itt 
the right comer] in this room — it's more handy. I 
shall be able to see a great deal more of you — You 
have the papers? [Looking through the papers in Fot- 
/AMB&'a hand, fingering them, and turning them ova\ 
Oh, Ihese oxa Uie dispatches from Russia. 

FouAUBB [Confused\ I beg your pardon, sir. 

DissABLi. Oh, a very natural mistake. [Takes 
them and replaces them on table] i.^--' 

[Enter Last Beaconbfield, dressed to go ouf] 

liAor BsACONBFTELD. Aren't you coming this 
morning? [Chaiu.bs rises at onee and places chair for 
her] 

DiatnnTT. I'm afraid you must enjoy the Park 
without me, Mary. I am expecting a very impca-taat 
visitor this morning. [Last Bbaconsfield sits] [To 
Fouambe] That reminds me. Mr. Meyers b coming 
presently — 

FouAMBB [Impressed] Mr. Hugh Meyers — F 

DiBRAEU. Mr. Hugh Meyers, the banker and 
millionaire. I may require your asaatance. 
OS 
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FoUAUBB. I sliall be here all the morniitg. 

DisBAEU. Thank you. [At Fouambe lin^t] 
Is there anything else? 

FouAMBB [Indicatinff the Hue papers v^aeh Disbabu 
it t^ }uMiag\ Those papers, sir. 

DiBBASu. Oh — to be aurel There. [Balding 
them wkUe Fouahbk taket one entj] That's the Blue 
one and the White one — blue and white — that's 
curious — [Their ej/ea mseil Thank you. 

[Exit Fouahbe} 

[DiSHABU goet up with him, then tumg. To Cuablbs 
teho is at the KrUing table making notes on a document] 
Charming man, is n't he? 

Chabi-es [Heaitalijtg] Yes — 

DisBAEU [With a laugh] That was a veiy n^ative 
yes. 

Chablbs. He never looks one in the face. 

DiSEAEU. Ah — it's the man wh o does look one 
in the face jjfle must iave doubts about, '' ' ' 

"Ilady Beaconsfield [Anxiously] Dizzy — why is 
Mr. Meyers coming to see you? 

DiSBAELi [At the wriHng taUe] On very urgent 
businesa, my dear. > 

Ladit Beaconsfield. Is it anjiJiing personal, 
Dizzy? 

Disraeli [To Chables] Deeford, this Sunt maiv 
ried me when I was up to my neck in debt; and I do 
believe she thinks I am going to borrow money of 
Meyers now. (Chableb laughs, goes back to his own 
U^leands^] 

Lady Beaconsfield. I believe whatever you tell 
me. But this is the first time you have uot taken me 
into your confidence. 

DtSBASu. You shall know in half an hour. 
69 
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[Bascot, a footman in morning livery, bearing a 
card on a small talver, etders, and cornea la 

Ti tan *t.t,t ] 

L&DT Bbaconsfizld. Well — f I shsU cut my 
drive short, and I sha'n't enjoy it a bit. [Sue*] 

DiSKAiiLi [Riiing, leans over table and lays an a^eo- 
Honate hand on Ladt B&aconbfiels'b arm, taking Vu 
card at the lametimaaTtd glancing oi it] Therel Therel 
Come back in a quarter of an hour. [After looking 
attheeardi Oh, wait a moment! [fo Babcot] Show 
him io. Here ia Mr. Meyers. \To Ladt Beacons- 
FISLd] Now you'll see he's not so very terrible. 

[Bascot opens the door; announces "Mr. Hugh 
Meyers" and exit. Enter Metkhs, a charm- 
ing man, with only the faintest traces qf the 
Jew] 

DiBBAEU [Meeting kim at the door and shaking 
hands vHh him] Good morning, Mr, Meyers. Lady 
Beaconsfidd — Lord Deeford. 

Lady Beaconsfieui [After acknoviedging Metebs, 
passes on to the door, turns and says playfuily to Dis- 
BAELij I shall be back in ten minutes! 

DiBRABLi [Holding the door open for her] Hie 
sooner the better, my dear. 

[Exit Ladt BbacohbubldI 

[He titters a sigh qf happiness, closes the door and 
comss to MktebbI Ahl — Well, Deeford — observe 
this unassuming gentleman. You would pass him in 
the street without the faintest idea you had rubbed 
elbows with one of the world's greatest powers — 1 

Mbyebs [Modestly] Oh I You embarrass me! 
Nothing is so easy as making money, when that is the 
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only thing yon make. Once yoa have five pounds, 
what 13 to prevent your having five millions? 

Disraeli. Charles, can we scrape five pounds 
together between uaf [Chables and Meyebs laugh] 

Metees. Ah — but my m illions will not kee^ijhe 
daisies out o f my lawn. 

DiaKA£Li. No sir, but they give you the lawn. 
[Breaka off] Oh, excuse me. [Goee up toward bdl- 
puH] I want to introduce you to the excellent Mr. 
Foljan^. [Rinyj] A very promising assistant of 
mine. [To Tej^le, who ajrpearn] Mr. Ft^ambe, 

{Exit TejibleJ 
[DiBBAZLt comet down to Metebs. Chables haa 
gone back to hit vxrrk\ 
Metebb [Quiedy to Disbaeu] The money is on its 
■ ay. 
DiBHAELi [Interested] From? 
Metebs. From the Argentine. 
DiBBAELi. When will it arrive? 
Meyebs. In three weeks. It's a large sum, but 
I have realised. 

DtBSAEu. Realised! Expl^. I am bad at busi- 
, <sB technique. 

Metebs [Smiling] Converted into cash, to be 
[' aced at my disposal in the Bank of England — 
DiSBAELi ^iikaUmgh] That's rather humorous — I 

[Etder Fouaube] 
Metebs. Why? 

Disbaeu. Nothing. I was thinking d Probert. 
[They imtgh] Ah, Mr. Foljambel This is Mr. Hugh 
Meyers. [To MsniBS palHng Fouaubb's akouider] 
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Such a workerl Jffhat wm the precise rom required 
_fc»_^e_Prauiage of London BillP [Metxbs and 
Chables thow ntrprite. Fouahbii glatiee* at them 
keejityl 

FouAUBs. I am afraid I cannot say off-liand, 
air. 

DisRABLi. Kindly look up the figures for me. 

FouAHBB. Certainly, sir. 

DiSBAEU [Going up vntk Fouambb] You have 
the paper, you Icnow, the white one. 

[Eint FoltambeI 

Mbtebs [Puzdedl The Drainage of London BiU? 

Chables [Riting attd laugMng] How unramantict 
And how disappointing! 

DiBRABLi [Croesittif, ttopt with a thorp took at Attn] 
Why? 

Charles. I had hoped Mr. Meyers had come on 
a much more important matt«r. 

DissABU. Oh? — What? 

Cbasles. The Suez Canal. [MEYisa foots re- 
pnachfiiUy at Dishaeli, Ckablsb becomea coitfused 
reatinng that h« has blunderedl 

DisBABLi [4/W a pause, to Ceahij», oofeflyl In- 
deed? — Mr. Meyers, shjdl we go into the nest room? 
[He moves to Ike door L., opens U, and Meyebs passes 
otd; then be comes doum to ChablebI You're quite 
right, it is the Suez Canal. As you have hit upon the 
truth, it is better I should tell you, that until I am 
ready \Wiih emphasis] not a syllable must be 
breathed on this matter. Is that clear? 

Chableb [EamesUy] On my honour, sir — 

Disraeli. Thank you. So sony to keep you 
waiting, Mr. Meyers — 

{Exit L.] 
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[Cbablss utters a surprised wkiatU. Then he aiU 
ai wriUng taiAe. Enter Fouambb R. vnih ■paperi. 
He looks arouvd, turprised at Dissaeli's absence] 

FouAUBB [Coming down] Mr. Disraeli, sir? 

Chables [Pointing L. withotd looking up\ In ttiere. 

FoLJAMBB. With Meyers? 

Chablbs [Stiffly] With Mr. Meyers. Yes. 

FouAMBK [Coming nearer] Here are the papers. 

Cbables [SWl engrossed in kit work] Thank 
you. 

FouAUBB [Mooing qaicldy tovxtrdt door L.\ Shall I 
take them inP 

Chables. No. Give them to me. 

Fouambb [Coming dovm behind Ceablbs; pertirienii 
Will you take them in, my lord? 

Ceables [GurUy] Presently. 

Fouambb. But — 

Ceables [Shori] Presently. 

FouAMBE [Inaidwrnsly] MI I thought the papera 
were n't wanted I 

CnABLES [Surprised, bvt only half attendit^] EbP 

Fouambb:. Mr. Meyers was n't ^ent for — for a 
pfdtry half milUonl 

Chakles [CvrOy] I am very busy. 

Fouaube [Cornea to Vie back of Chableb' chair, 
toatching Charles keenly] He's here for the Sues 
Canal. [CHABLEa~feap> out of his chair. The two men 
stand facing each other. Enter Babcot R.] 

Babcot [Announcing] Lady Clarissa Pevensey and 
Mrs. Travers. [Fouambe looks quickly towards Ike 
dow <aihe mention qf Mas. TkavebsI 

Chablbs [Mastering himself, to Fquaube, dismisting 
ftim] Thank you, Mr. Foljambe. 
60 
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[FouAMBE goes totoardi hia door. Enter Cubibba 
foilomed by Mas. Tbatess] 

C1.ABIBSA [At she enters, brightl}/] Here's an in- 
vasion! [Shakes hands wUk Chablbs} 

Chahlbb [Speaking to both the Ladies] I am more 
than delighted — [He tuma to Ci.aris&a] 

[FouAUBS and Mbs. Travsbs exchange a look, Bab- 
cot exU, dosing the door. Fouaube approaches 
Mrs. Tbatebs to whisper someOUng to her; she 
motions him to be stiU; he retires towards door R. 
hattUy writes something on a small pad which he 
earries, tears ojf the leaf, folds it arid places it 
on the comer qf a pedestal. Mas. Tbavebs, 
tealehing Chables and Clarissa, goes up to the 
pedestal and takes the paper unobsertedl 

[ExU Fouaube) 
Clabibsa. Agatha ia staying in town with us on 
our way to Scotland. We came to take Lady Beacons- 
field into the Park, but she has gone. Agatha wanted 
to see Mr. DisraeU's sanctum, and, to tell the truth, 
I was dying to see how you looked in the throes of 

toa. 

Chables [Latigking] Oh, the throes of toil have n't 
undermined my constitution yet. [Turns away from 
her Umghing, to come to back c/ Dibbaeu'b toUe] 

Mas. Tbavbbs [Basing safely got the paper qff the 
pedestal\ We expected to find you with a wet towel 
round your head — 

CeabiiES. So far I *ve done nothing but look on. 

CiiABiBSA. I thought you looked worried when we 
came in. 

Mrs. Tratxrs [At the writing table\ Which is the 
pen. Lord DeefordP 
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Chablxs [Behind the table] EhP I beg four 
pardon? 

Mbb. Tbaybbs. The pen wUch is mightier thaa 
the swordi — Mr. Benjamin Disraeli's own pen. 

Chables. Oh I [Lati^hs] Behold it I [Be katuU 
her a very ahabbt/ guiH] 

Mrs. Tbavekb [Holding it up with romaniie ad- 
mtTotion] Oh happy bird that bore this quilll 

Cbablss. Yes; but that did n't prevent its b«ng 
eaten at Michaelntas. [CaABLEa and CiiABisba. laugh] 

Mrs. Traverb [Stiii holding U up] Shame! Shamet 
It should have been pensioned in some green meadow 
by a running stream. 

Clarissa. What a sight it would have looked, 
without its feathersl [Theg laugh] 

Mrs. Travebs. Ah! You have no revereace[ 
No sense of awe! [She puis dovm, the quill solemniy] 

[EnlerliASY BBACONaFiKU)] 

Ladt Bbacohsfibld. Bascot told me you were 
here. (CiiAbissA and she meet and hies. LiAOr 
Beacoksfield then turtu to Mrs. Travers] How 
d' ye do! [To Charles] Where is Mr. DisraeliP 

Charles. Still closeted with Mr. Meyers. [Mrs. 
Tbaverb etarta] 

Mrs. Tratebs [Smiling] The finsneietl How dull! 
[Charles goes to hie oion tal4e] 

Lahy Beaconbfield. DuUl I'm on tenterhooks! 
[Etiier DiaBAEU and Msyebs; tAey are b<ah 
radiant] 

Lady Beaconsfield. Ahl At last! 

Disraeli [To Lady Beacon8fieu>] Well, well, 

welll Back already? [To Clabibsa] Come to see 
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the neophyte? Ah, Mre, Travera? [Ohneing tmoaTda 
Mbyebs] [T}o you knowi I half expected this viaiLT) 
Allow me — [Preieyding] Mr. Hugh Meyere — Lady 
Clarissa Peveoaey — Blrs. — ah — Travera. [Mas. 
TBA.TESS goea up to Mszebs tmilwg; they thake kanda. 
DiBBAEU cornea to Ladt BEACOManiiLD] Now, my 
dear, we'll let you into the secret. [Takes ker over 
and opens the entranee-door. She p(uae> out] Mr. 
Meyers. [Mkt&bs cornea la him] We can t«ll Lady 
Beaconsfield dow. [Exit Mzyebs] [To Ckables] I 
ahaU not be gone five minutes. . 

[Exit DisRAEU. He leaves the door tfjar] 6<^A^.y . 

Mbs. Travxrs [Who has been watching them <^oaetpl \ ^ ^ 
Weill That's a nice thing! Leaves us planted Uke . 
thisi And why b Lady Beaconsfield so excited? [To 
Chablxs] Was this a momentous interview? 

CoABLsa [Sii0]/] I really cannot tell you. 

Mbs. Travebs. That means It was. Oh, how 
proud you must feel to be in all the state secretsl 

Chabu». But I am not. 

Mas. Tbavebs [IndicaiiTtg letters, etc.] But all the 
correspondence — ? 

Chablbs. It is meaningleaa to me. I am like the 
apothecary's apprentice. I po und the drugs in a 
mortar; but I have n't the smallest idea of their 
_grop|M'tiea. 

Clabissa [Who has been admiring the flotoers in the 
greenhouse, turns, suddenly atruck by his tone] How 
humbly you speak of yourself! 

Cbablks. That is the point I have reached. I' 
DOW know that I know nothing. ' 

r" CE.ABI88A. That is a great stride towards your 
/.goal, isn't it? 
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9 [With Taeanittj/] la it? 

ClabissA. ' I think so. [She tmUea and turns away 
to the windoui] 

€harle» [Looks at Mbs. Tbavebs; then genits 
jilaee» a chair fii^ her. She laugha and ahakee her parasol 
at him. He goes to Clarissa] Are ytHi admiring our 
famous window-garden? 

rugiHHA. ptt^r London plants, dreaming of blue 
skieal I, J'.TT'C irW-^^ ' 

Ceubl£8. Come and look at ttiem. Wlien tKey see 
your eyes their dream will be realiised. 

Clabibsa [Laughing] Giant strides, Charles! pdfis. 
Tbatsbs hat strolled oner to the chair CnARi.Ra places 
for her. She brings it more to 0. in front cf taUe and 
coughs diaweedy] 

Chables [To Mbs. Tbatebb] May weP 

Mbs. Tbavbbs [Laughing] Yes. But let an old 
woman sit still and rest het weary bones. [Clabissa. 
and Chables go out into the balcony-garden] 

[Mbs. Tratebs sits at the wriiing table. She slips 
the note Fouambb l^l out t^ her glove, reads 
it, looks at the table. Picks up a paper knife, 
toys mlh it, beats a tattoo with it on the table. 
As at a precoTicerled signal, enter Foljambe with 
papers. He closes the door and stands against U} 

FouAUBE [Under his breath] Agatha — ! 

Mbs. Tbavebs. Sh! — Meyers? 

FOUAMBE. Yes. 

Mbs. Tbatebs. About the canal — ? 

FouAMBE. Yes. 

Mas. Tbavebs. They are agreed. 

FouAMBE. How do you knowP 

Mbs. Tbatebb. Both radiant. 
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FouAMBB [Eagetiy] Then — ? 

Mbb. Tbatsbs. Cairo. Start now. [Fouaubb 
tlarU altghUy] Now ! 
' FouAUBE. Instructions? 

Mss. Tbavebs. At Trieste. 

FouAHBB [SurprUed] Trieate? How? 

Mbs. Tkavebb. By way of Oatend. 

FouAHBE. Ostend? [Disraeli re-enten. Re 
eatdua the latt word, bid does not betray anytkinf. 
He cornea direetly to Mss. TaAVEBS) who is sitting in 
froni (^ tabU] 

DiBBAELi. All alone, Mrs. Travers? 

FouAMBE ISkmtming the door at which he it standing 
aa ^ he had juat entered, and coming down] The esti- 
mates you were asking for, sir. 

DiBSAKu. Oh, thank you. We managed on a 
rough gueaa. [7*0 Ubs. iWtebs] Mr. Foljambe — 
such a worker — sorry I put you to so much trouble. 

FouAMBB. A great pleasure, sir. [Goes bnoard 
door] [DiSRAEiJ turns to Mbs. Tbavers, then looks 
over his ahotdder towards Fouaube] 

DisaABU. And how b your poor husband, Mrs. 
Travers? [Fouambe at the door turns quickly; then exit] 

Mss. iStAVEBS [Saintlike] Just the aame. At 
Kissiugen, you know. 

DiSKAEij. Too bad, too bad. What have you 
done with the young people? 

Mrs. Tbatebs [Pointing to the mndow] There. 
[Riaea] Will you kindly niake my escuaea to Clarissa? 
[Offering her han^ 
■ Disraeli. You are not going so abruptly? 

Mrs. Tbatbrs. I have to accompany the dear 
I>uchesa. She is organiaing a bazaar, and I am 
secretaiy. 
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DiBRAEiJ [TaMng her Aoiuf] Ah — alwaj^ occupied 
with good works. Always with your hand in some great 
undertaking. In secret, too. [She protesU laughing] 

Mbb. Travsrs [Going to door down R.] OhI — It 
has been a great privilege to see the sanctuary. [Dis- 
n*i^-i accomjianiea her, hoids the door open] Not a 
step, Mr. Disraeli — not a step. 

lijsaiJBX [Cu^ng to BmcotI - Mr. Bascot — 

Mbs. Tbavebb. Oh, thank y"'i -^ thp^ir ymi 
Good-bye, Mr. IhsraeU, good-bye. [He thows her out 
graciotuty, tioaet the door and glands there thinking — 
Atf mvtterg "Ottend" "Ottend." He comes ilotely to Me 
table, behind U, and inapeefs it dosdy to see if anything 
has been disarranged. Finding nothing, he picks up a 
paper kn^e, and, tHUng down, begins Stinking again. 
WhUe he is in deep thought he abstractedly beats a tattoo 
on the table with the paper kn^e] 

FouAMBE [Quickly opens his door but starts back on 
seeing DisbabliI Oh, I — I — beg your pardon, sir. 
I thought you called. [Closes the door again] 

[Disraeli has turned shuiy to him; then looking at 
the paper knife in his hand he realises the use it 
has been put to, and that Fouaube and Mrs. 
Tbavbrs have had a meeting. Be throws the 
kn^e down in disgust and caUs Chari.tw] 

Disraeli. Chariest [Charles and Clarissa come 
in from the balcony] [To Clarissa] Sorry to inter.- 
rupt you. [To Charles] Did Foljambe ever bring 
those papers? 

Charles [Ooing to his table and sitting toiih kis back 
to the room] Oh yes! Long ago. 

Disraeli [Rising] Ah! Why did n't you send him 
in with them? 
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Charles. I tliought yoa would not like to be 
disturbed. 

DmRAHU [CotretTif over to Chables] Quite rigbt. — 
Did be say anything P 

Chabijs. I tbougbt bim rather impertinent. 

DiSRA&u [CareUaali/] Ob! How? 

CliABISSA. Sboll I go? 
- DisoAZLi. No, my dear. — WellF 

Chaklxs. He aaked questions. 

DtSBABU. Yes? 

Chableb [Turning] But I snubbed him. Finally 
he had the impertinence to say you were seeing 
Meyers about — [Be looks at Clahisba and ttopa] 

DmRABU llmpatienUy] Well? 

Coablbs. Am I to speak in Lady Fevensey's pres< 
ence? 

DiSBAEu. Yea, yesi Go on! 

Chablbs. About the Suez CanaL 

DiSBAEU. And what did you aay? 

Chables. Not a word, of course. 

DisBAELi. Oh? — lAf^ f pavte] Tbea how did 
you snub him? 

Chables [SwHng Gie action to the vmrdl I merely 
atood up — and looked at him. 

DisBAEU [Throwing up ftts Aanife in horror] Oh — I 
l^e itridea angrily across the room and tuna] 

Chableb [Amaze^ WhatP 

DiSBAEU. What more could you have told him if 
you bad talked an hour? 

Chablis [So&y] Do you accuse me of speaking? 

DiSBAELi [Sternly] No, air. i accuse you of hold- 
ing your tongue too eloquently. 

Chabi.ks. Oh, well! He is easily muzzled. 
■ DiSBABU. How? 
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Cb^VUES. i*at ium aa n» parote. i wui ietdi 
hhn. [Going qmeHy toteardt Fouambe'b doorl 

DiSRAEu [Ringing MI] Ah! C^iUlI Fetdi him 
by all means. [Chasles ifoea into Ue (#(x] 

DiSHAZU. Mr. Tesrie! Mr. Tearlel [Teabi>b ap- 
petETt] Send fw the Senior Queen's messenger at once. 
PCEABixexit] 
(DisEASu contM down] 

Clabibba [ITAo htu been wdckitig inteiilly] Has 
Charles made a mistake? 

DffiRAEU. A horrible one. [To Charles who re- 
enien] Well? He's not there? 

CoARUes [Almoit frigbtenetH He is not in his 
room, sir. 

Disraeli. No? — Shall I tell you where he is? He 
is at Victoria Station catching the ten-thirty express on 
bis way to Ostend, to Trieste, and so to Alexandria. 

Charles [Alarmed] For God's sake, sir, who is he? 

Disraeli. He b Mrs. Travers' husband. [Clar- 
issa and Charles idfer a cry t^ amaeement] Yes — 
He and she are agents — spies — Russia has sent 
here to discover — what you have t^Jd them. 

Charles. Have him arrested I 

Disraeli. On what grounds? What has he done;? 

Charlks. But why did you employ him, knowiiig 
be was a spy? 

Disrabu [Coming over iowa/rds Charlbs] Becaase 
I knew iti Because I wanted to have him under my 
own eye! For weeks he has been seen prying about in 
this room secretly. I knew it. [Passing up to the back 
qf the table and indicating papers on it] I've laid traps 
for him — letters for >iiin to read. I had him on a 
false scent when you — 
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Chables [Mueraily] When I blundered — 

Di&RAXU. When you lost control of your features. 

Chabucb. Is there nothing I can ssy or do? 

DigBAEU. I fear not. 

CiuiBiaBA. Wni you tell us why silence is so im- 
portant — ? 

DisBAXLi. Oh, now it's of no importance what- 
ever. [Clabissa fit* in Dibbabli's ehair behind the 
table detpatrinifip] Yes — [To Chableb] You ought 
to know, BO that in future — 

Chabios IMitrnMy] Future! What future is there 
forme? 

DisBAXLi. So that in future yon may control your 
features as well aa your tongue. Sit down! [CHARUes 
nb on Clarissa's righL Disbaxu ttandg on her 
i^t. Clabissa and Chableb liMen to kirn inienAy] 
Ismul Fosha, Khedive of Egypt, \a under the im- 
pression he ia Rameses the Great; but the only 
Pyntmid he has raised is s pyramid of debt. Egypt 
b a dry bone, out of which he has sucked the last 
ounce of marrow. TTie last assets he has are the ctm- 
troUing shares in the Suez Canal, and these he is dying 
to sell to the highest bidder. France built the canal, 
but is too poor to buy it Bussta covets it as a means 
of snatching India; England, as a means of defending 
it. Both pretend the purchase b the last thing they 
are thinking of; both are watching each other like 
cats; and Ismail sits and waits for the cat to jump 
[TFitft empkaaia] Those shares I mean to have! — 

Clabissa and Chableh [Exchatigea Ux^ Ah! 

DissABLi. The Bank of England refused to back 
me; but to-day Meyers has given me a blank cheque. 
I thought the tJmig 'was done. But now Foljambe 
knows — Russia knows. Ia~~& week Foljambe will 
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be ia CuK^ aod wfaatevn mm I offer be w9-4ouble. 
Jftyw do 70a see the importaDce at it? [SiU in th§^^ 
duar on Ci.AKiasA'B U^ node in tkomgM] ^^ 1 

Ceableb. And aQ becanae I wss sUrtledl ! 

PpgAKU. Tea. j 

f^ r.imaa*. Is tbere no remedy? I 

DreaAJLi. Ot coorae thoe is. 

Chaxub [Eagerig] What, mr? Wliat? , ' 

DiHBAZU. I must send a man to the Khedive with I 
nnlimited powers; ready to outbid anything, and 
ready to pay cm the nail . ] 

CHAR1.E8. What must be the man's qualifications? 

DiBBAZU. Ah — 1 A strong, stem, silent man; 1 
subtle and cunning; fighting wiliness with wiliness. 
|Ci>&BiSRA botBt her head on the UMe\ 

Charixb [AaxioutlyX Have you such a nuuit 
rir? 

DiSBAEU [Sharply] I've sent for bim. \To Clak- 
ISSA, Toho it vxejnng nievUy] Why, child, what ia \ 
the matter? [He comet to her qute^y] What is it* 
Clarissa? 

CiABiaaA. Oh, don't take any ootjcel I am child- 
ish this morning. I suppose It is disapptwntment. 
For a moment — while you were speaking — I had 
hoped — that perhaps — [She u tooUng at ChablebJ 

Chablxs [Dittreaedl Ah, don't say it, Clariasaf 
Don't say it I 

DiBRASu [Looking at Ceables, and vpeaJdng slowly 
but with growing erdhusiagm] Yes! Do say it, Clar- 
bsal Do say it! Becauso there is another kind of 
man who might be twice as useful. 

Clabibba [Eagerly] What kind — ? 

DieHAEU [Coming tmeards Cbables] A man so 

honest that the rogues would think him a rogue; so 
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tni^fu] that they'd sw^ he was lying; so simple 
thatThey'd never btJbMn him — " 

Chablxs [Riting indignantly] Why Uugh at me, 
sir? I feel my tolly bitterly enoughl 

DisEABU [Betide Clabissa wlwre she is tHIl liSing] 
What 13 the matter, Deeford? 

Chablbs. Disgust — utter disgust with myself, i 
AjddespMT . [Teaklu oppeoTtf] ^^^^ 

l)iaiLU2J. Why despair? V 

Tkabug \Antumncing\ The Queen's messenger! 

DiSRAXLi.- Not wanted! [To Chable^^You are 
the man ! [Exit Tbable] [Cbables anS Clabisoa 
'vUer a cry qf amtaement] You are the man! 

Chables. I — ? I, to be trusted with this mission 
after what I have done? 

DisBAELi. Why not? 

Charles. Am I the man you want? Ah, you 
know I'm not. I am a useless, conceited idler — a 
perfect and complete fool I 

DisBAEu. Well — granting that — [he turra to 
Clabibsa] I did n't say it — [lo Chables] but 
granting that, that b a very good reason for sending 
you. " '~" " 

Chablxb. But I have failed aheadyl 

DlSBAEU. Nearly all my s uccesses in life ft ye 
founded on previous failures. O n your own showing 
nobody will suspect you. You have only to meet all 
the cunning with that stolid British face of yours, 
and the schemers will be disarmed. Gomel Will 
you go? 

Chables [Evikumastically] Will I go! 

Ci.ABt8SA [Riling excitedly and coming to Chableb] 
Ahl 

DiaBAKiii. Ahal There's your man of action, 

n 
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Clarisul [Sltndi/ to Chableb] I warn yout Thrae 
will be grave cUngert Are you ready to meet it? 

Charles. Gladly! 

DiSKAZLi. I mean — dsngei of — death — ? 

Chabi^ IQtneay] Yea. sir! 

Chtaagli. ^^Inofj at Chabijs. r^wafTTte "monf 
mthitg&hvrrOT] iWtti— 'p 

DisbAku [To her] Every step of the way — every 
hour of the day — Danger lurking in every seductive 
disguise. 'When once he ia in Egypt, if his errand be 
known, his life wiU not be worth a momeat'ajaitchase. . 

Clasissa \Ber epa fixed on Chabucs] I did n^t 
know — I did n't knowl 

DiasAEU [Tenderly ffnae] Clarissa, my child, do 
you forbid him to go? 

Ci^ABiBSA. I — I cannot forbid. 

DiSBABU. Oh yes, you can. He sliaU obey you. 
But think a moment If you forbid him, and he 
obeys, and I send that other man — how will you feel? 
9 [Appealing aqftly] Clarissa! 
L [4ft^ " itntggle wiih herself You must 
got 

Di^^EU AMD Chabub [Together] Ah! 

DiSBABU. Well done! [Hddvng out ku hands to 
her, as she comes to him] I tiank I may tell him — may 
I not? — there is a great reward awaiting his return. 
IClabibsA bows her head\ 

Chables. If I succeed? 

DiBKAELi [7*0 Clabissa] Whether he succeed or 
fail, ^? [She holes her head in absent] Good! — Now 
then. [To Chables] When shall you be ready to 
start? [He goes to his chair behind the taUe and aits] 

Cbables [Eattily, coming to the table] I think I 
could start the day after to-morrow. 
7« 
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JhsRABSi. Capitall That will make the tmder- 
taking so much more interesting. 

CHABi>Ea Unnocenily] How do you mean, sir? 

DisKAELt. Why, your friend Foljambe will have 
forty-eight hours start with Ismail. [Takes a Brad- 
ekaw out qf the drawer qf the table and contuUa i£\ 

Chari.es. You mean I shall be too late? 

BiBRAEU. I tun trying to convey that impression. 

CHAB1.EB, Well — to-morrow, then, if it must bel 

DiBOAEU. That's Better! — but Foljambe can do 
s great deal in a day. 

Chablbs. Well — [Looking at hia watch] — there's 
a night mail to-night at nine. 

Disraeli [Rwins and dosing Chablis' vialck] Now! 

CHABI.B8 [Bewildered] Now? You don't mean — I 

Disraeli. I mean in ten minutes. 

Charles. But my luggage — I I sha'n't even 
have a clean collar I 

DiSBABu. Damn your collar] Catch the Dover 
Express at eleven from Charing Cross. You'U be in 
Marseilles to-morrow morning, and iu Cairo a day 
ahead of Foljambe — a day ahead! 

Charles [Sttihing the table] By Jove, 111 do iti 

Disraeli [Striking the table harder] Of course you 
will! Now children, say good-bye to each other. 
I'll writ« your instructions. [Be makes as if to write; 
he looks at the lovers, gets up and exit] 

Charles [Coming quioHy to Clarissa] Clarissa — 
did you hear what Mr. Disraeli said just now — the 
hope he held out of a reward? /,' 

Clarissa. If he had not said it, I should have. 

Charles [Taking her hands in his] The reward 
will l>e mine if I succeed? 

Clarisea. Or if you fail. 
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Chablbs. Clarissal Do you love me, tbenP 

CiiABiBSA. I love you. 

Chables. Ah! What courage you give met 

C1.ABI8BA. ^I, shall need courage, tool If anything 
happens to you, it will have been my doing. 

Charles. If anything good, happens to me, or I 
do anything good, that will bave been your doing. 

Clarissa. Charles, is that true? 

Chablbs. You know it isl Have n't you changed 
me ^ready? You s^d I had made giant strides. Who 
but you urged me on? 

Clabibsa. And the stronger you grow, the weaker 
I become. 

Charles [Clasping her to him] No, no! 

Clabissa [Looking up into kia face tmth her head on 
Am a?umlder] Oh, but I like iti 

Chables [With playfvl Teproadi] A week ago you 
did n't love me. 

Clabisba. That wasn't you. That was the man 
who "adumbrated." 

Chableb [Wincing] Don't) 

Clabissa. It's such a beaulifu] wordl llieie'a 
only one word more beautiful. 

Charles. What? 

Clabissa. [EamesUy] Hopel 
[Disraeli eviera wUk an etaiehpe containitm writ- 
ten instrwivma, money and a green paper] 

Disbaeli. Time's up I 

Chables. Ready, sir! 

Disraeli. Here is all you need — money, instmc- 
tiona and [DUplaying the green paper] a code for tele- 
grams. I keep the duplicate. Now be off! [Aa 
Chableb <wr» to Clabisba] No, no — ! Departures 
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should be sudden. [He takes Chaslsb' arm and leads 
him to door R.] Good luckl 

Chables. Good-bye I 

Clabissa [Through her lean — hravdy\ Good luckl 

Cbabus [Waving to her\ Good-bye! 

[Exii Chables] 

DiSBAELi. Good luckl [Stands at door looking 
qfler him] Ah — I [He (wrn* to Clarissa] NowI 

Clabibsa [Ditconaolately] What am I to do? What 
am I to do? 

DisBAKxj [Thinking ii oner] Come for a drive. 

Clarissa. Oh! You are heartless! — How long 
will it be before we hear from him? 

DiBBAELi. Three weeks. 

Clabissa. How am I to wait? 

DiSBAXU. How a m 7 to wait? 

Clakibsa. Yout You don't love him. 

DisBABLi. No? — Then why did I send him? — 
Ljsten. You shaU come to Hitghenden and well 
wait together. 

Clabibsa. But three weeksl It's impossible! 

Disraeli [WOh a sudden idea] Do as I mean to. ' 

CLABisaA [Eagerly] What? 

DiBBAELi. Come into the country and feed peacocks. 

ChAiaaBA. [With great diagutt] Peacocks! — - 

DisBABLi [Linking hie arm in keri and leading her 
out rd^dly] Very noble and intelligeat birds, I assure 
you. 1 
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Scene — At Svghendett 

DiSRABLl's ttvdy. A ony nak jmneUcii room >r!(i. 
large French windovi . - ihi > -''i '.■lo'd'ig lut in a br'-^.. . 
garden. It it a in'--: •'frmn;:. h: ("- jnir,-''; 

runniTig around the P'l ', ''u ■• • /fr' '■■ nr- a ^••■■tKH -it 
Heel engravinga qf st.' '..;>. C-i., ihe Tua>Jt>ijtUce are 
tome tUhmteties, alao a convex varror. There i» a tqfa 
down R., a large fender with a seat running around 
the fireplace. Around the vxtUe are book-caeea all buiU 
into the tcene and filled vnik booh. The light in the 
room ia aqft and tubdued; otiltide it i» briUiant. One 
door L., anc'her up stage R., and to the l^ (ff that door 
is a cupbo -f i 

[When Lit V '^ain me», DibraiSU, wearing an old 
black hat, an o<. "-wiwi veha coat, carrying a garden 
gpade, and wearit^ old boots, is seen standing in the ioin- 
doxB throwing some seed to the feaeodea, wkick are supposed 
tobeqff stage] 

DisHAELi [Coming down, laugking] Well — they are 
intelligent birds. 

[PoTTEH heard laughing off ttage, comes to French 
windoTDs from R.] 
PoTTBB. Hey, master, wbeer be going with tbat 
spade? 
Disraeli. Bless my soull 
PoiTER. And tliem dirty iwotsi 



h. Google 



DISRAELI 

DisRAi!ii [Ooirm up to Fottbii and ffimng kim the 
tpade] Splendid morning's work, eh, PotterP 

PoTTEB. Don't blame me if you've caught your 
death. 

DiBBAKU [Getting tkoes out qf eupboardl Why? 

PoTTEB. 'T is well knowed you ought to be in your 
bed. 

Disraeli [Hanging Ma old hat in the cupboard and 
laJdng tmi hi» »hoea] Why? I 'm not ill. 

PoTTEB. Yes, you are. Mortal bad you are. Sez 
so in print. 

Dmeaeli [Amused] OhI Where? [He tits and 
tinges his shoes. He tkrotes the old onea out in the 
centre oj theflocyr] 

PoTTEB. Laat night's Globe. I read it wi* my own 
eyes. 

Di3BA£U. A highly respectable sheet What doea 
it say? 

PoTTEB. Says Doctor Williams he< i^bin seed 
going in and out beoe; and fears you ''■- ^cHy unwell. 
[JUmeTobering] An' that be true — for Doctor 

Williams, he just drove by here an' left this bottle o' 
stuff tor 'ee, sir. [Gimng him a bottle qf medi<yine] 

DiBBAEu. Oh, for Lady Beaconisfield. — Very good of 
them to be so anxious. Doctor Williams has been here 
twice, to see I^idy Beaeonsfield, who had a fainting fit; 
and that's all. [He places the battle on the vianielpiece] 

PcHTEB. Theni London newspapers! 

[Enter Bascot R., with a tray, on which is a smaU 
coffee pot, etc. An expression of dismay passes 
over hia face as he notices the old boots on the floor. 
He looks hopelessly at Dibbaku, and goea on to 
the upper end qf the ItAle] 
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DiSBAEU. Ahl my coffeel [SUs B, at the UAle. 
PUfuanily] Good morning, Mr. Bascot. 

Bascot [Nciicittg DiSBAELt's-coal uriih horror] Good 
morning, sirl 

DiBRAELi. Is your Mistress stirring? 

Bascot. I bdieve so, sir. [Pick» up boots and 
takes them to the cupboardl 

DiBRASU. And Lady Clarissa? 

Bascoi. Yes, sir. 

PoTTBB [PotTiiittg offl Here be Postman Mooks. 
[Bascot iakea Diseaeli's Uaek velvet coat out qf the 
cupboard] 

Disraeli. Good I 

Bascot [Hewing up the coat] May I respectfully 
suggest — your coat, sir? 

DiBBAEU. Oh, but this is so comfortable! 

Bascot [With a discreet cmtgh] Postman Flooka is 
coming, sir. 

DisBAEU [Smdlea] Quite right, Mr. Bascot — must 
keep up appearances. [Flooks cornea on at back from 

m 

Flooeb. Good morning, Mr. Disraeli. 

Disraeli. Good morning, Mr. flooks — Heavy 
bag this morning? 

Flooes. Not so heavy as usual, this morning, sir. 

Disraeu. Thank goodness! ]Babcot takes the hoff 
from Flocks and hands it to Disraeli, who goes back to 
the table, utUocks the bag and takes out the letters] Thank 
you, Mr. Bascot. Wife pretty well, Mr. Flooks? 

Flooes. Pretty middlin', sir. Glad to see you*re 
about so earlyl Heard you was poorly, sir! 

Potter [At the imwAmcJ Therel 

DiSBABU. What, you too? 

Vlooeb. Village was main upset about It, sir. 
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DiBBABu [Sorting the letlera] Give the village my 
love, and say I'm quite weU, and Lady BeaconsGeld 
is quite weU, and the swana are quite well, — and the 
peacocks are extraordinarily well — eh. Potter? 
PoiTEB [Grtiffg] Ay, drat 'em! 
FiiOOKS. Thank you, sir. Good morniag, sir. 

[Exii\ 
DisBAEu [Handing Babcxit some letlen] Lady Bea< 
consfield — Lady Pevensey. 

Bascoi. Thank you, air. [Exit B.] 

[DiSBAELi aipa kv coffee and detvUorHy examinee 
hie Idlers] 

Pott£r [Appeare at the toindow with tim damaged 
Bunjlowen in kit hands; he sighs heavUy and comes in] 
"What her ladyship 'U say, when she sees this, I don't 
know. 

DiBBAELi [Reading] Sees what? 

PoTTEK. Why, these 'ere sunflowers she set such 
, store by. 

Disraeli [SOU reading] What's the matter with 
them? 

PoTTKB. Ruiaation's the' matter. Peacocks is the 
matter I 

Dibrasli [TumingToundl Peacocks, again! 

PoTTKB. 'T is peacocks all the time! 

[Enter Clabissa R.] 

DtsauiU. Ah, good morning, my dear — You 
come in the nick of time. Here is Potter scolding me 
on account of the poor peacocks. 

POTTBB. Moroin', your Ladyship. What I scz is, 
itrhat's the use o' me and them lads toilin' and moilin' 
fit to bust to keep the place respectable, when they 
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greftt u^y beasU* ia alloired to oome aqaswlin' aQ 
over the piaex — \Tunu to go] 

Clabihba ILavghint] We all have otu troubles. 
Mr. Potter. 
j FoTTEB [Tvming back qitieldy] Maybe so; but 
l^^aLiloii't eat sunflowera — ugly toads t j, ^ Efi(\, •,. 

Clabusa [Eofferly; alluding to the UOenfi^f news? 

DisBAKU. Not yet. 

CuHiBSA. Not yetl - Not yet! Not yetj — It 
sbould have come days agol Should n't it? Should n't 
it? — 

DiSKAEU. Wdl — 

CLABisaA. And every day, the cry has been, "Not 
yet!" 

Disraeli. Bemember the task be has. Bemember 
the difficulties. 

CufiissA. And the dangers! 

DisR&EU. No, no! Forget the dangers! Have 
you breakfasted? 

Clarissa. Breakfasted I — As if I could breakfasti 
As soon as ei^t o'clock strikes I want to be here, 
to see the telegraph boy come. I want to watch your 
face as you read the message. 

Disraeli [Whifiuically] Are you so deeply in 
love? 

CLABisaA. Unspeakably I 

Disraeli [Drily] Ahl I believe absence is a great 
element of charm. 

Clarissa. Oh — you — I Tell me the news will 
be good! Tell me sol 

Disraeli. I hope it will be good. 

C1.ABISSA. No, no! 

Dibeabu. I am sure it will be good. 

Ahl that's better. You know, it's quite 
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dreadful to be so deeply ia love as I am — Oh! I sup- 
pose that's a horrid thing to say. I 'm suce Mamma 
would think it horrid. 

DiBRABLi. I 'm sure Charles would think it was n't. 

Clabissa. The point of view does make a differ- 
ence, does n't it? 

DissAzu. Bnormousl But why is it so dreadful 
to be in love? 

CLARiaHA. It's disastrous. It takes all the con- 
ceit out of one; I used to think I was rather clever, 
and now I don't. I used to think — OhI was n't I a 
wretch? — I was cleverer than Charlesl But now — 
now, I see that, however clever a woman b, a man — 
evot a stupid man — 

DlSBABLI. H'ml 

CLABiasA. No, I do ftot mean Charles — I can do 
all sorts of things a woman can't. 

DiBBASU. Of course he can. He can wlustle. 

Clabissa. Oh, so can II 

DisaAELi. He can swearl 

Clabissa. So can II 

DisaASU [Shoeked\ Nol 

Clabissa. I do — ofteni But I could no more 
have gone to Cairo alone itnd faced Ismail — 

DiaRABLi. I *m quite sure poor Ismail would have 
collapsed at once, if you had. — By Jove, why did n't 
I think of that? 

Clabissa. But 1 11 tell you what I would do. If I 
knew Charles were in danger, I would go out alone 
and save him somehow; and if I knew he were ill, I 
would go out and nurse him, and bring him home. 

DiSBAELi [Coming to her and taking her Jace in his 

handi] And that is what very few men would do, my 

dear; and so you can think weU of yourself again. 
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But now, tell me — our little secret — ? [Be nta besids 
her] 

C1.ASIBSA. About Mrs. Trovers? 

DisR&BLi. Yes. H&ve you kept wliat you know 
of that admirable lady to yourself? 

CLAmasA. Yes; ^ ■ . ^..^^^ 

Pj. BSve n't ev«i told Mamma? \ . 

A [With mock s<demni^] Parole dtotmeurt ' 
J. Good! Have y ou heawJ fmtin l^ f^■? ^ 
A. Not R sound,-' She is keeping very 

DisaABLi [Peruwdy] Yes. I don't like people 
who keep quiet. 

Clabissa. Surely she can't do Charles any mischief? 

DiSBAEU. No. But should Charles have failed — 

Clabissa. [Indigmtnili/] He has n't failed! 

DiBBABU. . Of course he has n't. But ahavld he 
have failed, she might do a great deal of mischief to 
the scheme. 

Clabissa [SHU more indignavi\ Do you mean to 
Bay you will still carry out your scheme if Charles — ? 

Disbaeli [Laying kia hand on hers] My dear — I 
Do you think the British Empire will collapse when I 
do? Nol Charles and I are only oiling the wheels. 
But it's my duty to see that no dust gets into them, 
and so I have persuaded Mrs. Travers to come here — 

Clabisba [Amaxed\ Here — I 

Dibbaeu. And help you feed the peacoelcs. 

Clabissa. Here? — Why? 

Disbaeli. I want to have that ravishing creature 
where I can see her. [Rises] 

Clabissa. But how did you persuade hei? 

Disbaeli. When the tel^ram from Charles failed 
to come, I threw out hints he bad succeeded. She ia 
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perishing to know the truth. She leapt at Lad; 
Seacoosfield's invitation. She is coming here to-day. 

CiiiBissA [Laughing] What a pity Hughendenhas 
no dungeon! 

DiBEUEU. No, the garden is better. I couldn't 
see her ia a dungeon. 

[Enter Ladt Beaconsfteld R. She it rather paU 
and frail looking. She bringi an oven letter. 
CiiABissA riiea\ 
. Ladt Bbacohstixld. Good morning, Dizzyl 

DisRAXu [Tenderly] Mary, my dearl Have you 
had a good night? 

Ladt Bbaconsfibld. Of course I hsve, Dizzy. 
Slept like a top. 



Ladt Beaconsfield. Now, Clarissa, listen to himi 
He doubts everybody's word. He doubts minel 

Disbaeli. I never can believe anything you say 
about yourself, Mary. [To Clabisba, taking Ladt 
Beaconsfield's right hanc^ Do you know what this 
foolish woman did a little while ago? She drove to 
the House of Commons with me one night when Z had 
to make a very important speech. The footman 
slammed the carriage door and crushed her finger in 
it— ■ 

Clasissa [With a cry] OhI 

DiBRAELi. Yes! Tbia poor Gnger. And because 
she knew how distressed J should be, she never uttered 
a sound, but bore the agony unflinchingly — and I 
knew nothing about it till I got home. [Kiaae» the 
finger] 

ClabIbba. Oh, how wonderfull 

Ladt Bbaconsfibld [Coraing over to CiiAiaesA] 
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Noosensel Wait till you're married, my dear. You II 
be doing just as wonderful things alt the time, and 
thinkiDg just as little of them. 

DiBHAELi. Well, if you've spoken the truth, you 
shall have your morning's offering. [He goes inio the 
garden] 

Ladt BEA.cOHSnELD [Qutcklp] Clarissa! Never al- 
lude to my health before Dizzyl Promisel It worries 
him; and Heaven knows he baa worries enough, 
without that. 

Clarissa. Oh, but is anything the matter? 

Ladt Beaconsfield. Nothing — nothing to make 
a fuss about. Doctor Williams says I must be very 
carefu]. I am. So that's all right Now, miudi 
Not a word to Dizzyt 

CLABisaA. The crushed finger again? 

Ladt Beaconsfieij). Yes! Gladly, ev&y day 
for his sake I 

[Re-enter Disbaeu from ike garden, with a rote] 

DiBBAEU. The last rose of Summer. [Handing it 
to Ladt Beaconspield] 

Ladt BcACONanELD. Thank you, I>izzy. [Kiea] 
Now, you must attend to business. 

[Clabissa goes to the imndow and meets Fotteh, who 
gives her flowers. She comes baclc to the mantel- 
pieee and arranges them in vases] 

Ladt Biu.cokbfisxd [AUudJng to the letter she had 
brought] Lady Frobert asks us to dine on Thursday 

DiSHAixi. Lady Probert? That's rather amus- 
ing! Sir Michael denounces me and thunders against 
me, and — asks me to dinnerl 
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Ladt Bbaconbubld. Shall I decline? 

DiBiLLEU. Are you strong enough to go? 

Ladt Bbacomsfibld. You absurd manl I am 
strong enough to go anywhere. You are trying to 
make me out an old woman. Why, the Probert^' 
country place is only just outside our gates; it's not a 
three minutes' drive. 

Disrjleli. Thea make friends with the Mammon 
of unrighteousness, and accept. 

[Enter Bascot L., bearinn a idegram on a foitwr] 

Babcot. Telegram, sirl 

CiABiBBA [Jumping doom ojf the fender teat on which 
ake hat been itanding to reach the vases] OhI 

DisrIeli. Thank you. [Pavse, whUe Bascot takes 
away the hreaki<ut tray and exii\ 

Clabibha {Im-pa^enUy\ Open iti Oi>en it! Open it! 

I>israi;li [Opening (fo emehpe}. Mary — just look 
after that silly child, while I read this telegram from 
m; tailor. 

me reads the tekgram ddiberaiely, while the two 
women v>atch kim intmUy, Hie jaee lights up 
with joy] 

DisBAiiu. Ah — 1 

CLABisaA [Breaking awagfrom Last Beaconbfikld] 
For pity's sake I 

DiBBASLi [Smiling] It is from Ciuro. 
Clabissa. What does4ie say? [Dibbabu hande her 
the telegram] [Reading] "The celery is ripe to cut." 
P^iSRAELi laughingly opens the drawer qf hie vmting 
taiie and takes out a green paper code, like the 
one he gave Cbablbb in Ad II\ 
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Ladt Biucoksteeld [Takes ttiefframfrom Clarissa 
and reads] "The celery is ripe to cut." Well! I 
must say, I hardly think he need have gone to the 
expense of — 

CLABisaA [Realinng that Uit a code message, mtdches 
the telegram from Lady BeacxiksfibU) and tarm to 
I>ISBAEU] What does it mean? 

DiBKAELi [Rising] A great deal more than it 
Bay9. Look! 

CiiAHiasA. What's that? 

DiSHABU. A copy of the code I gave him. Look! 
[The two iBomen come close to Aim] "The celery is 
ripe to cut." The parallel sentence: "The Suez 
Canal purchase is completed and the cheque accepted." 

Ladt Bbaconsfield. Dizzyl 

DiSBLKELi \WiUi immense joy] Yest 

Ci-ABissA. He has succeeded? 

Disraeli. Superbly! 

Clarissa [Br&tking into »(Aa\ Oh, thank GodI 
Thank God! [Sinks on aqfa] 

Ladt Beaconsfield. Clarissa! 

Disraeli. Let her cry, my dear; it's worth it. 

Last Bbaconbhbld [To Dibbaeu] How glad yoa 
must be! 

Disraeli. Glad? For now that other dream of 
mine will be realised. 

Ladt Bkaconsfibld. What dreamP 

Disraeli [Intjiired] To make my sovereign Em- 
press of India I 

Ladt Beaconsfield [Hilshedl Empress of Indial 

Dibbaeu. It, sounds well, eh, Mary? — Mary, 
you shaU be my messenger when the time is ripe. 
You, Lady Beaconsfield, shall carry the news to our 
beloved Queen. And you shall be there, and you 
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sliall be proud, when I stand up to announce the new ' 
title to Her Majesty's faithful Commons) 

Ljldt Beaconsfield [WiaffvUy] Yesl — Dizzy — 
how soon will that be? 

DiSBA&Li. OhI some time must elapse. [AUuding 
to the teUgram, which he layt, vnik the code, on the writing 
table, placing a paper weight on them] T^iis must be 
formally ratified. Popular feeling must be created; 
the Party educated. 

Ladt Beaconsfield [More udiffvUp; eadly, but with 
a arnUe] Make haste, Dizzy. 

DisBAEU [Laughing] You impatient woman I 

Clarissa [Recoeering] Will Charles come back 
soon, now? 

DisEAEM. Another impatient womant — [AUend- 
ing to teUgram] I must telegraph this to Meyers. 
[Sitting down R. qf table] 

Ladt Beaconbfield. Yest — 

Disraeli [Writingl He made it possible. — An- 
other Jew, Maryl — There 'U be a peerage tor him. 
How furious poor old Frobert will be I [Eeadi] "Hugh 
Meyers, London Wall. The Suez Canal purchase is 
completed, and the cheque accepted." 

C1.AB193A [Coming to him impalientlyl You have 
not answered my question. Will Charles come home 

Disraeli [Turning to her] Yes! with trumpets 
blowing, drums beating, flags flying — I 

Clarissa. OhI I don't care anything about thatl 
Disraeli. And wedding bells ringing — I 
Ladt Beaconstield [At the window, looking off] A 
station cabl Can that be Mrs. Travera? 

Disraeli [Suddenly arrested. Rising with the tele- 
gram he hat been writing in his handl Mrs. Travers? 
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We can't have Mrs. Travera here nowl She'd worm 
this out of ua in five minut«3. She'd see it on all our 

Ladt Beaconsfield [Laughing] Oh, Dizzy] You 
made me invite her I 

I>isRAEiJ. Get rid of her. Send her awayl Kill 
herl 

[EtOer Babcot, L., tDiih a card on laher] 

Ladt Bxaconstuxd. Dizzy I 

Disraeli. Both of you. Set your wits to work. 
Tell her — tell her I'm very ill — very ill indeedl 
[He reads the card] [Excitedlp] Hugh Meye^I It 'a 
Hugh MeyersI — Show him in at oncel 

[Exit Bascot L.) 

Disraeli. That's splendidi Is it possible he has 
heard the newsP 

Clabisba. Can Charles have cabled to him? 

Disraeli. NoI These financiers know everything 
by a sort of instinct. If he's come to tell us don't 
spoil his eSect; don't tell him. I'll spring it on him. 
[Flourishing the telegram and then tracing it on the tablej 
[Bascot enters door L. Enter Meyebs. He ta 
obmously in great tnenial distress] 
Good morning, Mr. Meyers. Delighted to see you I — 

Lady Beaconsfibijd. How do you do, Mr. Meyers 
— Lady Pevensey — 

Metebs [Bowing to one and the other] Good morn- 
ing — er — good morning. 

DiSBAEU. What happy wind — ? 

Meyers. Can I have a few minutes in private 
with you, sir? 

DisRAEU. Oh — these ladies are — 
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Meykbs. Forgive me, if I insist. 

DisKAELi [Struct by hit manner] Why — of courae — 
Mary — ? [Goe» to door R. and opens ii\ 

Lady Beiaconbfield. - You will stay to lunch? 

Meters. I am sorry that is impossible. Thank 
you very much. 

Lady Bsaconhfield [Alto ttmck by his manner] 
Come, Clarissa. 

[ExeutU Lady Beaconsfield and Clakissa] 

DtSRAEU, [Heartily; coming oner towards table L. and 
picking up the telegram for an instant] Mr, Meyers, I 
was just about to send you a telegram — 

Meyebs [Not lo be turned from Ids subject] One 
moment, dr. I want you to hear me first What I 
liave come to say — 

Dihbaeu [Puttinff down the telegram, coming over 
and looking at kim keenly] OhP [Quietly] Well, sit 
down — sit down, [Mbybbb drops mechanically on 
the tqfa. Disbabij brings a chair from beMnd the sqfa 
and sUa beside kim\ 

DiBRAELi [GenOy] Well? 

Meters. I don't know how to tell you. It's so 
much harder than I expected — 

DmftAMJ [Genilyl Well — Tell me — Tell me. 

Meters. I — I — Mr. Disraeli — I am bankrupt. 

DiSBAEu. What?— I did n't catch — 

AIeyers. My house is bankrupt. 

Disraeli [Stunned] Bankrupt — Meyers b&okrDpt — I 
Are you mad? 

Meyebs. I wish to God I were! 

Disraeu. You mean you are temporarily pressed 
— you are in temporary difficulties — 

Metsrs. I mean we are bankrupt. 
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DiSBAKU. But — botl Obi die thing b impos^Ie! 

Metebs. It is tbe tmth. 

DisaAEU. Bnt how? — A boaae like yours — an 
iusloncai firm? Why, yoa might as weJl say the Bank 
at En^aod — 

Metebs. So I should have thought — 

DiBRAKU lAutfv oTtd landing oter Mm. With or 
otttbvrtt cf rape] Why, what have you been doing? — 
what — 

Meyebs. StopI Stopt — It's not our fault — 

DiBBAZU [MtuUrinn kinue^ Well! Explain. lam 
waiting — 

Meiers. First, the ship — with the bullion — 
from the Argentine — 

DisBAEU. Yes? 

Meiebs. Gone down. 

DiSBAEU. Wrecked? 

BIeters. Scuttled] 

DiBBAELi. You mean — ? 

Meyebs. I mean purposely and criminally sunk — 
all the crew taeed — A conspiracy! — It will take 
weeks — months — to get the insurance. And that is 
not all — 

DiBBAEU. What else? 

McTEHs. For a long time — ever since our inter- 
view in Downing Street — rumours aSecting my credit 
have been spread abroad — and now — this myaterioua 
wreck, I am being pressed — 

DiBBAEU [Beginning to see ihe toorMng cf Mbs. 
Tbatebs and Rmna] I see — I see — 

MsYERa. Some enormous [>ower has been at work 

in the dark. My liabilities have been bought up — 

[Disraeli gives a fierce exclamaiion — "Ahl"] Ah! be 

as angry as you like. You are justified. I have been 

00 
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an honest man all my life, and qow I stand before 
you in the light of a common clieat! 

DiflRAgLi [Coming slowly to Mm and qffering Am hand\ 
Mr. Meyers, I know you, sir. IMbyebs shakes hu 
hand, but cannot apeak] 

DiSB&SLi [Mastering kimselfl Tell me — you say 
some power is behind, active in this. Whom do you 

Meters [Pulling MrtaeJf together] I don't know. 
They have acted through an agent — 

I>isBAELi. Weill Who is that? 

Meters. Samuel Lewin. 

Disraeli. The great solicitor? 

Meyebs. Yes. 

DiSRAEU. I>oes anybody else know? 

Meters. Not a living soul. [Disraeli moves 
aaaj/ toiearde (a6fa Z.J I have come to you first, because 
of course we cannot carry out the Canat contract. 
Thank Heaven I am in timel Thank Heaven that has 
not gone through! 

[DiSBASLi picks up the telegram ke was abotd to send 
MEYERa and haidt it out to Mm. Meters lakes 
it, looking inquiringly ai Disraeli; reads it, and 
then stands korror-stricken] 
Meters. Good Godl 

[Disraeli siTtks into chmr R. qf ttAle. A pause] 

DisHAELi. When will it be known, Meyers? When 
will it be known? 

METEBa [Voiceless] To-night- To-morrow morning. 

DtsBAEu [Breaking otd] By the Lord it shall nott 

Get back to townl Quicklyl Get to your ofEce. Stay 
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llierel Stay there! I must know you are there! Don't 
budge if I keep you there all night. 

Mbyehs, But — I 

DiBB&Bu. And don't breathe a word! Don't let 
anyone ebe. Don't give the slightest hint of anything 
unusual. Treat the wreck lightly. Watch your 
words; watch your looks. Something may happen. 
Something ahalt happen I 

Meterb [Witk a touch of Aope] What, Mr? — what? 

Disraeli. God knowsl — God knows! [Mxiebs 
triea to »ay good-bye. Disraeli cida Mm ehoTt\ Yes, 
yes. [Meyebs mf L.\ 

Di&RAELi. [Itemmta near the table dazed. He goes up 
to the wmdow and takes a deep draught qf air; then un- 
steadiiy makes hu toay to door R., which he opens, and 
calU] Mary! — Mary! [He leases the door and goea 
alowly dovnt to the toMe] 

[Enter Lady BbaconbeieldI 

JLadt BEACONBnSLD. Yes, dear? 

DisBAEU. Shut the door, Mary. 

Ladt Beaconsfield [Does so, then comes down to 
him anxiomHy] What is it? 

DisRAEiij. Mary, you have stood by me in many 
horrible predicaments. I am in the worst I was 
ever in. 

Ladt Bbaconsfikld. Dizzyl — Meyers? 

Disraeli. Meyers is bankrupt! 

Ladt Beaconsfield [Quite aimply\ Does that mean 
we are poor? 

Disraeli. No, nol [Crying out in detpair] Oh! If 
that were all! 
\IiADX Bbacx}nbfield. Thai — ? 
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DiBRA£Li. Meyers was finding the money for the 
Canal — 

Lady Beia.conbfibld. Ah — I 

Disraeli. Wait! — Deeford has handed in the 
cheque — now Meyers has failed — and we cannot pay. 

Lady Bbiaconsfield. And you ? — 

Disraeli [Amazed] I — ? 

Laht Beaconsfiblr [Simply] Yes, dear. I want 
to know how this will affect you. 

Disraeli. What does that matter? 

LAnr Beaconbfibld. It 's all that matters to me. 

Disraeli. I have n't thought of it. What will 
happen to me? Dii^ace utter and irretrievable — 
the kind of disgrace no man con bear — no man can 
live through. 

Lady llEAcONaFiELD [Oently jmttinff her hand on hit 
orm] Dizzy! 

Disraeli. YesI By Heavens I will bear iti 1 11 
face the nation. IHbear it — alonel 

Ladt Beaconsfield [Laying her hand on hia arm 
tenderly} Not alone, dear. 

Disraeli [Breaking down, he sinks into chair R. cf 
table and bimea hit head in her arm] Thank God for 
you, Maryl Thank God for youl 

Lady B&aconbfield [Weeping, but mastering her- 
■e(f) Have you done anything, yet? 

DiSBABLi [Helplesaly] So soon? What could I do? 

Lady Bbaconsfteld [Witk assumed cheeriness] 
Should n't we go up to town? 

Disraeli. I can't. I dare noL I cannot move 
secretly. The Prime Minister cannot stir without 
setting the whole world agog. The papers have said 
I am ill. HI were seen in Downing Street now, in 
the recess, when I am supposed to be ill, every newa- 
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paper in the world would grow hysterical. It's hor- 
riUe, Mary. I am tied, hand and fcM>t. 
"""^ [ErUer Bascot L.J 

Bascot [Anwmndng] Mrs. Travera. 

DissAELi [AlmoH viith a shout, and leaping to hit 
feet] What? 

Bascot. Mra. Travers, in a station cab, sir. 

Lady Beaconbfield [HuTriedly] I'll get rid of her! 

Disraeli [Turning on her] Get rid of her? — Mr. 
Bascot, ask Iier to wait, and show her in when I ringi 
[Exit Babcot L.] 

Ladt Bbacohsfixld. Surely you'll not receive her 

DiBBABU. YesI And keep her herel Keep hex 
herel 

Lady Beaconsfixld, Why? 

Disraeli. She must stay here. She must not be 
allowed out of our sightl If she gets the slightest 
hint that I am making any movement — [He goes 
quicHy to the cupboard, takes off his coat, and jitita on 
a dressing gown, which he takes out (^ the cuphoar^ 

Ladt Beaconsfield [A7naxed\ Dizzy I — What is 
this play-acting? 

Disraeli [Grimly] I am iD. Very ill. The papers 
say I 'm ill. She shall see the sickest man she ever 
saw in her lifel ^ ' 

[Enter Clabissa R.\ 

Clarissa [Eagerly] Mrs. Travers is herel Shall 
I send her away?; ^ 

DisBA&u. No, no, do! [Goes to b^ptill\ Chain 
her — [Rings] hand and footi [He »iit on the sqfa] 

Clarissa [Astonished] But, Mr. Disraeli. — I 
M 
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DiBEABU. Hiuhl I'm ill. [Suddenly his eye reata 
on the medicine bottle and email ghss on the mantelpiece: 
ke jAiees the table beside the sofa, takes dovm the bottle and 
gUat, pule them on it; then throtet himeetf on the ac^a] 
I am very illl 

[Enter Mrs. Tratsbs, L. She u viore ramahing 
than ever] 

Mas. Tbavebb [Cornea forward guahingly to Ladt 
Beaconsfield] Ah — I Dear Lady Beaconsfield — 

Ladt B&aconbfi&ld [Puta her finger to her li-pa] 
Sh — 1 

Mas. T&AYBBs [Seeing DiaaAEiJ; kuahed\ Ohl — 
I'm so Sony! I heard Mr. Disraeli was ill. I did not 
know whether to come or aot. I am quite sure you 
camiot want me — [Moves aa if to laithdraw] 

DiSBAXLi [In a vxak voice] Is that Mra. Travers, 
Mary? 

Lahy Beacohsfield. Yes, dear 1 

DisaAELi [Feebly] Oh, ho — 

Mbb. Tbavebs. I had no idea you y 
won't stay a moment — 

Disraeli [Rising a little and holding out a weak and 
toasering hand to her] Sweet Mra. Travers] So good 
of you. I'm very weak — very weak. 

Mb3. Travebs [Pvta her lace acatf on the table and 
comes over to him taking his hand in a great ahow qf aym- 
p^hy] I'm so sorry. What is the matter? 

Disraeli. Well, I'm — I'm very weak. But very 
glad to see you. So brightl So young! So — How 
is your husband? 

Mrs. Travers {Behind sqfa, holding hia hand] How 
good of you to aski — He's at Marienbad. 

~ And you've eome to see the sick man. 
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Is n't it good of her, Muy? — Do sit down! — there — 
where I can see you I [Indicatet chair R. cf table. 
CiAssBSA Handing behind the chair c^erg it to hsr] 

Mbb. Tb&vxrs [Tumt to Clabibsa, taket her handa 
and nis in chair] Sweet Clarissa — 1 More beautiful 
every dayl — I saw the dear Duchess — your mother 
— yesterday. She is so very anzioua about Lord 
Deeford. He's abroad, isn't heP Egypt, or some- 
where? [Clarissa nerKmaly turns to Dibbamj, who 
noda kit head to her] 

Clabibsa. Yes, he is abroad. 

Disraeli. Yes, he is in Egypt. [CuutissA and 
Ladt Beaconsfibld exchange a glance cf tvrpriae] 

Mas. Tkavbbb. I do hope he 's not too venturesome. 
Ciuro is such a dreadful place. Those Orientals, you 
know, one can never trust them — 

DtSRAELI. No! 

Mrs. Travers. So sly) 

Disraeli. Terrible! 

Mbs.Travers. So deceitful t 

DraoAEu. Ahl [Clar^sa goet to Ladt Biiacons- 
Tield] Dear, sympathetic creature — is n't she sym- 
pathetic, Mary? But don't be uneasy. We have just 
heard from Deeford. [laea dovm utterly exkaueled] 

Mrs. Traters [With difficiilty tuppreaaing her 
evTumty] Indeed? 

Disraeli [/n the voice qf a dying mcm[ Mary, is n't 
it time for my beef tea? 

\Thia it almost too much for Ladt Beaconbfield 
and Clarissa, uAo have the greatest difficuUy in 
keeping their cimniettanees] 

Mas. Travebs. You say you have heard? 

Disraeli [Seeming to hasejorgotten her existence] Oh, 
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Mrs. Travers — from DeefordP Yes, we had a tele- 
gram. Where is that telegram!' Help me up, Mary. 
{Ladt Bsaconsfuxd helpt him] Ahl — There, on 
the table. Read it for yourself. Mis. Travers. pjaa. 
TB&VEBa picks it up and reads the teUgram. Disraeli 
Jaees the mirror over the fire-place] {Looking into the 
mirror] Heavens! How pale I ami [Clasissa. cornea 
to C, watching Mrs. Traters] 

Mss. Travbss [Reading] "The celery is ripe to 
cut." — How odd I 

Clarissa. Yes. 

DtsHAEU [Looking into mirror] Why odd? 

Mrs. Tratebb [Smiling and putting down the tele- 
gram] That anyone should cable all the way from 
Egypt about celery. [Ber eyes fall on the green code 
and teeing that apparently no one ia watching, the 
gradually draws U toward her, and avmplet it into her 
hand]' 

Diamau [Watching her in the mirror] Oh, you 
know he's engaged in a very interesting agricultural 
experiment. You remember the discussion we were 
having at Glastonbury Towers on this very subject 

Mas. Tbavebs [Crumpling the code into her hand] 
Oh yesi — Glastonbury Towers! Such a delightful 
party! And all dispersed. Lord Deeford in Egypt — 
poor Mr. Disraeli very ill — Sir Michael Probert out of 

DisBABu [With a Hart, which he auppretset] Fro- 
bertl 

Mrs. Tratebs [Rising and slipping the code into 
the glove of her right hand. Astonished] I beg your 
pardon? [She looks about for a way qf escape, to read 
the code] 

Disraeli [Blandly] A twinge. I am so much 
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obliged to you. I have been trying to rentember hia 
name all the morning. Of course, Probert. 

Mrs. Toatebs [Looking towards the vrindow] OhI 
— Is that one of the famous peacocks? [Ooet up 
iowarda 'mndow\ 

Ladt Beaconsfibld [Iitiercejiing her near urindov>\ 
Dizzy 'b very proud of them, and of the swans. 

Mbs. Travubs. IVe heard so much about them. 
May I go and look at tbemP [LuUit Bkacon3fiiuj> 
takea her right arm and gently endeavoura to d^ain 
her] 

DisBASu ISignaUint to Clabibsa, who comet doton 
to him quieJdt/] She has the codel Don't let her read 
it yet Ffdlow hert Stick to herl {CiiABlsaA goo up 
to Mbs. Tratebs, taking her Uft arm} 

CuBtsBA. I'll show you tiieir houses. \She takee 
charge qf Mrs. Travisb and leadt her out) 

Mrs. Traverb [Vicioialy] Oh, don't trouble — 

DiSBAEiij [To Ladt Beaconsfield hurriedly eroat- 
ing to table, taking out a theet of paper and writing} 
Mary, I want you to fetch Probert at once. 

Ladt Beaconbiteld [Going towarde bell-puU down 
R.] I'll order the carriage) 

DisBABU [Writing] WaitI Is Mrs. Travers' cab 
still thereP 

Ladt Beaconsfiku). Ill see. [Goes to vrindow and 
looks ctffloL.] Yea, dear. [Comes down to tdSU above 

DlBIUKLlI 

Disraeli. Well, take that. 

Last Beaconsfield. OhI — but it he refuses to 

Disraeli [SHU wrOing] Say it's a matter of life 
and death. 
Ladt Bbaconbfibij>. But — Mrs. Ttavers — i 
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Disraeli. Ill look after her. Mai7, take Clarissa 
' with you. I want that woman alone! [Finuhing 
vyriling and looking ai ■paper] That must be signed — 
that must be signed. 

[Mb9. TBATERa and Clarissa are heard returning 
from, the garden; Disraeu quickly goes to the scfa 
and tiia. Re-enter Mas. Tbavebs aitd Clasibsa 
/rom Oie garden. Clarissa has linked her right 
arm in Mas. Thavbhs' U^t; obsixmely never having 
let go. Mba. TaAVEHS somewhat irritated dis- 
engages herself from Ciabibsa aa they come 
into the room] 

Mrs. Travbhs [Snappiehiy] They are beautiful! 
[To Lady Beacohsfhxd) And so tame! [Clahibsa 
exchanget a glance teith Disraeli and shakes her head 
tiegatively to shout that poor Mbs. Tratsrs has had no 
chance to read the code] 

DiBBAELi. So glad you like them! [Indicating 
settee] Come and sit down. 

Mh3. Tbavebs [Fidgety and moving as if to go] I 
ought really to be going — 

Disraeli. No, nol Sit down. Lady Beaconafield 
and Clarissa have to go and meet the specialist [Clab- 
I8BA, pvaded, is about to speak, but Ladt Beacons- 
field motions her to sUetux] 

Ladt Bsaconsfield. Come, Clarissa. [To Mas. 
Tbaters] We shall only be gone a very few minutes. 
\Exeu,nt ChiSSS^A followed by Last Beaconsfisld L.\ 

"Mtta. Travbrs. a specialist? Are you so ill? _ 

DisBABLi. Yes; but he'll cure me. He'll cure me. 
Now you must slay and nurse the poor sick man. 

Mjts. Travxrs. I 'm so dreadfully sorry, but — 
[Disraeli takes her right hand, and draws her down\ 
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DiBOASLt. No, no! You must stay till they cx>me 

Mb8. Trjlvbbb. Indeed noI My cab ia waiting. 
[SitUtiff down betide Mm] 

DisRAEU. No. I 've sent that away. 

Mbs. Tbayebs [A trifie indignant] Be^y — f 

DiBBAELi. Ah, don't be angry — [Fondling her ' 
handi The dainty hand — 

Mbs. Tbavsbs [Svalinn, but not quite 9ure qf Aer«e(f| 
Please — 

DiBBAXU [Toyinf vnik it] Hie supple fingers — so 
long and thin — so exquiaitely shaped — 

Mbs. Tbavbbs [Protetting eoquettishis] Mr, Dis- 
raeli—I 

DisBAEU. So quick to grasp things — unconsidered 
trifles — scraps of paperl 

Mrs. TSAVBBa [Frigktenedl Let me got Vou are 
hurting I 

DiBBAEU [Holding her HgJ^ In such a hurry to get 
away from tiie poor sick maa — lo get away — and 
read — \He takes the code out qf her gUme and holds U up] 
the code? 

Mrs. Tbatsbb [Facinn him, at hay] Well? What 
©fit? 

DieRAEU. Ah, that 'b better. That *s how I r^. 
member you. 

Mbs. Traters. Remember me? 

DiBRAEU. Yes. When we met at the Towers — 
BO curious — I remembered you, but I could n't place 
you. I connected you with something blue and 
white — 

Mrs. Trateb8 [TT^/eor in her eyes, but a laugh on 
her lija] Milk and water? 

DiSBABU. Not Snow and water. Mont Blanc 
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and tlie -Lake of Geneva. [Mas. Tratebs tlarts] 
Geneva in the sisties. Bussian refugees and their 
English sympaUusers. A man called Lumley, and his 
ravishing — shall I say — wife? [She looks at kim 
guitMy] No — Comrade was their word. Chanuing 
relationship. That delightful couple — so good to 
tiie unhappy exiles I But people are cruel. They 
Bud kind Air. Lumley and his lovely — comrade — 
were (^ents, — decoys in Russian pay, engaged in 
worming out the secrets of the refugees, — in tempting 
tbem back to Bussia — to Siberia — to death. [Mas. 
TBjLvebs' Jaee hat astumed an exprestion qf horror at 
the memory qf the patt. A a^fled cry eacapet her lip», 
but she reaxers herself and smilingly tttms to Disbasu] 

Mbs. Tratixs. And pray what !"«« all tliin to do 
with me? 

DisBAEU. Ah, what indeed? You, the M^id of 
Duchesses — ! ofDukes — 1 Good Mr. Lumley and his 
charming comrade were driven out of Geneva by the 
slanderers; and where do you think I saw him next? 
In Downing Street. He had changed his name to 
Foljambe. I was so very sorry for him I gave him 
wtM-k. But you did bett^. You gave him instruc* 
tions to hurry to Trieste. \Wiih the ring on Aw finger, 
he raps on the UMe, reminding her <^ her signal to Foi/- 
jAMBB in Act ITi Now do I remember you, dear Mrs, 
Lumley-Travers-Fol jambe — 

Mbs. TBAVEsa [Calmlj/] And — what next? 

DisBAEU. Admiration. Profound admiration, till 
this moment. To-day you have disappointed me, 
[Holding up the code] Why steal this? Wedc; very weak. 
You had only to ask me, and I would have t<dd you. 
"The celery is ripe to cut" means "The Suez Canal 
IHirchase ia completed and the cheque accepted." 
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Foot dear Lumley-Foljambe has had all that tire- 
le jouniey for nothing. 

Mbs. Tkavsrs [Laughing triumj>hantly] I congratu- 
late you. Your apple-faced boy has blundered into 
nicceas — 

DisBAELi. That 's all any of us do. 

Mbs. Travxbs. Into a succesa that vill cost you 

DiSBAixi [Wearily] That 's the sort of thing Glad- 
atone will say. 

Mrs. Travebs [Triumphantit/] It 's what the world 
will say when it knows Meyers is bankrupt. 

DisiUEU [Pretending amazemeni] When it knows 

— what? 

Mrs. Travers [Leaning orer him. and repeating it 
sweeUji bvt with fiendish delight] Meyers is bankrupt — 
bankrupt — bankrupt — 

DiBRAiLi [Weakly] Mrs. Travers — I am very ill 

— don't — don't jest with me. 

Mrs. Traters. Meyers is bankrupt — and hia 
cheque waste paper. 

DisHAELi [Rieing as if daxed\ Wait — wwt — Let 
me gather my wits — Ah, it 'a easy enough for you 
to say so, but why should I believe youP [SinJiing on 
eofa again] 

Mjia. Travers. Because it was my inventJon. You 
thought to circumvent me with your apple-faced boy? 
What do you say now? [Rising UTtd snapping her 
fingers at him she goes dtnon. L.] 

Disraeli. You can't expect me to say much. " I — 
I am a child in your hands. 

'[Enter Ladt Beaconsitbld, Sie Michael Pro- 
best and Clarissa L.] 
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P[H>BBRT. Now, Mr. Disraeli, I am very sony to 
hear jou are ill. [Pbobebt eames to DiaBAEU, and 
ahaket handt wUh him. Lady Bcaconstieui and 
Clabissa croaa and ail on the fender-seat] 

DisBAEu [RMing] I am so much better. Mrs. 
Travera' atimulating company — 

Mbs. Tratxibs. Sir Michael Frobert? 

Fbobebt [Seeing her] How do you do? 

Mbb. Tkav£Bb. But he 'a not — I 

DiSBAELT [Taking qff his dreiaing gown and tkrouing 
it on »qfa] A specialist? Oh yes, he is! 
. — Fbobebt {Sitrpriaed] What 's going on? If you 
are not ill why have you sent for me? _,^»^ lu 

DraaAiaj, Sit down, Probert. I want to tefl you"} 
a Uttle atory. [To Mas. Tbavebs, who atarU to go] 
No, don't go, Mrs-Travers; this will interest you. [She 
gUa L.qf table] 

Probbbt [JTiiA growing suspicion] I repeat. Why 
have you sent for me? 

DiSBAELi. I UAd you I might aend for you. 
" Fbobebt. When? What do you meau? 

DisBAEU. When we had that deUghtful interview 
at Glastonbury Towers. 
, Fbobebt. Ha! I thought as much. Your hare- 
brained scheme. Moses has failed you and you 
had to give it up. Well, it 'a no use appedii^ 
to me. 

DisHABU. Moses has not failed me. I have carried 
the scheme through. 

Fbobebt. What? Do you mean to tell me you 
have purchased the Suez Canal? 

DiBBAEU. The power and the glory of my country 
were at stake. I had to act quickly and I had to act 
on my own responsibility. 
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Pbobebt [Sternli/] Tbea let me tell you, air, yoa 
have committed & crimen 

DlSBAKU. As Psiiiament was not aittiiig to vote 
T hod to seek it daewhere. Five inilli<Hi 



Pbobebt. I did and I am i»oud of it. 

DiBRAKU. So I went to the wealtltiest private firm 
— to Hugh Meyers. 

Pbobbbt. Hal A Jewl 

DisRAXu. Meyers not bdng a Farty-man but a 
Patriot, saw the greatness of the idea and stood by me. 
I sent Dedord to Ismail. Sines had got wind of what 
I was doing and Rus^ knew; so Deefcod had to go 
in a hurry; — a race for an Empirel He has succeeded! 
Understand me. I put the matter quite simply. Dee- 
ford has bought the Canal and has paid for it with 
Meyers' cheque drawn on the Bank of England. 
(Pbobebt Mtartt] Wait! Meanwhile Russia has been 
at work by the intermediary [Bowt to Mbs. Tbavebs] 
of one of the most fascinating women of my acquaint- 
ance. — Meyers is bankrupt 

Peobkbt. What? 

Dibbaeu. Russia has ruined him. 

Pbobebt. Mr. Disraeli, I warned you of this. I 
foresaw it. Your high-handed action has landed you 
just where I said it would. You must get out of it as 
best you can. It is no use appealing to me. IBinng] 

DiB&AXU. {Nop Then I will not appeal. I will 
command! 

Pbobebt. What! 

DrsBAEU [Going to the table] You will dgn this note 
^ving Meyers unlimited credit. 

Pbobebt. I? Are you mad? 

DisBASLi. I was never so sane in my life. Meyera' 
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position is saved if he can gain time. The Bank of 
England must give him miUmited credit, to-daj. Nowt 

Pbobert. You don't know what you are saying. 
You don't know to whom 70U are speaking. I refuse I 
[Movement to go] 

DiBRAELi lliUerceplinf Mm] You can'tl 

TWbebt. I refuse empliatically. You have mis- 
taken your man. I am an Englishman; the head of 
a great national institution. I am not to be ordoed 
about by an — by an alien Jew. [Liot Bbs&consfibld 
riaet] 

Disraeli [Calmly] Ah, but the idien Jew happens 
to be the better citizen; moreover, he happens to be 
Rime Minister. 

Fbobebt. Do you threaten me? 

Disraeli. Yes, if you force me to. 

Probert. Empty threats! 

DiBHAELi. Do you think so? You say the Bank isi 
a national institution. What becomes of that titiej 
it it refuses to save the nation? — What becomes of 
you? 

Frobbbt. Mr. Disraeli — I 

DiBRAELi. When it is known that the lack of 
patriotism of one man has placed our country in 
piosition of a person who is trying to pass a fraudulent 
cheque; exposed the nation to the ridicule of the world; 
lost the Canal; lost India; baffled England; beaten her, 
disgraced her, dragged her through the mud, what 
becomes of the Bank? 

Pbobert [Violeniljf] Yon cannot touch the BankI 

DiSBAKu. I 'U smash the BankI [Mrs. Tkavers 
and Clabibsa rise] Parliament granted the Bank its 
charter; Parliament can withdraw it. 

Probert. Good Godl ^ 

lOff 
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DiBRAMJ. And ahall withdraw it at my bidding! 
Your board of directors will be awiept away; your 
shsreholders bankrupt, 'the Bank ruined and you dis- 
graced. I am Prime Minister! I con do this, and if 
you don't sign, by God, I mill [Poiniirm imperiotaly 
to the fa-per] Nowl 
/ Pbobbrt [Afler tome hetiiation.crotaea to &e table and 
V sigru] There, take your paper. I have tagned it. 
I 've signed it to save the Bank. [Be gtaggers to the 
door. Jiat at heia goitiff] It is outrageous that a 
man like you should have such power I [Exitl 

[DisBAELi comet to the table and hands Mrs. 
Travess her lace scaif. She take* it and slowly 
goet to the door L.; then, turning, ike smiles at kim, 
node her head pleasanUp, and exit. Disraru 
amies to the centre with the paper] 

Clarissa [Coming, to kim leitk joyous entkutiaam] 
Oh, Mr. Disraeli, thank God you have such power! 

DiBBAF.Tj [WkijneicaUy] I haven't, dear child; but 
he does n't know that 
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ScKNB — In Downing S^eet 

The SaU qf Reception. A great room teen at an 
ang!e. Down le^t ia the Entrance of Honour: great 
folding doors opening ottttoard. Opposite, on the right, 
is a similar door. The rear waU goes diagonaUy up 
right, and consists qf toll arched windotea divided by 
pilasters qf coloured marble. The teindows are hung 
with scarlet silk atrtaint with gold fringes and gold ropes. 
Above the wtTidows are gilt festoons of cupids, flowers, etc. 
The right wall consists qf similar pilasters, but between 
Ihem are life-six, full-length portraits qf Queen Victoria 
and Prince Albert. At the top, on the right, an open 
archway leads qff. That also is hung with scarlet cur- 
tains. The ceiling is elaborately painted in fresco. 
From the ceiling hangs a great chandelier with many 
candles, and cartdelabra are fixed on the wills, Tkejtoor 
is qf highly polished parquetry, but a narrow scarlet carpet 
is spread from one of the great doors to the other. The 
geniral effect qf the room is scarlet and white and gold. 
There are chairs and settees with scarlet upholstery 
around the walls, A string-band is playing waltzes by 
Strauss and Gurtgt in the inner chamber on the right. The 
room is crowded mth a brilliant throng. Diplomats ; 
English and foreign naval and military officers; exotio 
personages; Indian Itajahe; Turks; the Chinese Am- 
bassador with his suite; many ladies; all are in full uni- 
form, or in Court dress. The men blase with orders; the 
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momen vnik diamonds. The ■powdered mm-ienard* are 
in gala livery. All the peoj^ we Ictww, witk the exception 
qf Lady Beaconsfield, are present. AU move abotd; 
elream in and out through the arch at the back. There 
ia the hvi^nA of animated talk and laughter. 

[Serapt qf conversation emerge from the general lalk] 

Thb Duke of Glastonburt. What a day Uiis baa 
been tor Dizzy! Eh, BeliadaP ' 

DucBESB. It is all very astonishing. 

DtJKE. They say the Queen is delighted with h» 
new title — Empress of Indial 

Duchess. If she were n't pleased, she would n't be 
coming to-night. 

Duke. And how Disraeli swayed the House just 
now, when he announced the new title! 

DucHESB. Ah I He 's a great man. 

DuxB. What? You've come round to that, have 

DucHicsa. I never denied his greatness. {Anxiously] 
Any news of Lady Beaconsfield? 

Duke. I've heard nothing — Daren't ask Dizzy. 

Sib Micbakl Peobert [Meeting Msyebs; shaking 
hands, patronisingly] Well, Meyers? On your legs 
again? 

. Metbrs [Modest as ever] Thanks to you. Sir 
Michael. 

PsoBERT. Yes, yes; great patrioUc idea, you know, 
Dizzy and I talted it over, long before you came into it. 

Meters [Simply] So he told me. 

Pbobebt. Oh, yes! And the Bank, as a great 
patriotic institution, could n't let it drop. 

Metebb [With a twinkle] How fortunate you saw 
it in that light! 
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Phobebt llmpenwia to ironj/] Oh[ Glad to help 
youl Glad to help youl ptfKYEBs turns to Clabisba] 

Metbbs. Ab, Lady Clarissa! [Oreetingt] So Vis- 
count Deeford has come home? 

Clarissa. Yes; but think of itt — I have not been 
allowed to see bim yetl 

Metehs. Too badi Too bad! Why not? 

C1.ABISSA. Why, he arrived only half an hour ^o, 
and he had to come straight to Downing Street. 

MsrisBs. Naturally. 

[Lord Brooke and Lobd CtTDWoSTB are talking 
together; Last Brooke and Ladi Cudwobth 
come dawn on either tide] 

Last Brooke and Lady Cudworth [Together] Is 
it true the Queen 'a coming here to-night? 

Lord Brooke and Lord Cudwobth [Together] 
Don't know, I 'm sure. [They turn up stage] 

Ladt Brooke. Don't you wish our husbands had 
more conversation P 

Ladt Cudworth. They have so little to say, that 
the less they talk about it, the better. [Thsy go up 
lavgking] 

Meters [To Ci.ARiBaA] They say Ij»dy Beacon». 
field is ill — 

CiiABOSA. Mr. Meyers, I am dreadfully anxious — 

Meters. Why? ^ she seriously ill? 

Clarissa. I don't know; I don't know. And I 
daren't ask Mr, Disraeli. Her absence to-night ia 
such a horrible disai^wintment for blm, 

Frobert [Joining them and booming gentaUn] It's 

nothing to be frightened about. I have — ah — special 

informatioD. Doctor Williams. Saw him a few days 

ago. Nothing unusual. Fainting fits. 
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[Tks ekaraeten haee wandered up loioards the en- 
trance R. abmd wkieh they are now gathered, look- 
ing ((ff expedandy. Diboakli u approaching 
and as thej/ fali back to make way for him several 
are heard aayiiig: "Mb. Dishabu w coining. 
— AkI — Mb. DiaRAETJ — Dizzr,"efc., etc.] 

Fbobbrt [Looking towardt B. entrance] Ahl War- 
i vick, tile Xiag-makerl 

I Meyers IQuieUy] Better than tliat. Benjamm 
Tj Disraeli — Uie Jew — Empress-m^er. 

[At tki» moment Disraxu comet in through the 
arch at the back. He ia in Court dreae, mth alt Me 
orders. He ia a tittle greyer than bqfore. He waMea 
with his hands behind his back, his head slightly 
bent, as if oblivious <^ Ms surroundings. The 
wowd make way for him. He cornea to centre] 
DucHEBB [doing up to Mm guaMngly] Dear Mr. 
Disraeli — 

Disraeli [With a low bow] Duchess — charmed — 
charmed — [He tries to pass on] 

Duchess. So very aorry dearest Lady Beacons- 
field cannot be here to-nightt 
DiSBAELi. So is she — and so am I — so am I. 

[The DuEE and Clarissa exchange glances and 
endeavour to aiirad the Duchess's aUer^on] 

DucHEsa. But I 'm sure it is only a passing in- 
disposition. 

Disraeli. I trust so. I trust so. [He turns away, 
and meets Clarissa, who comes quicMy to Mm. In a tana 
qf deep q^ecfum] Dear child. 

Clarissa [^uiedy, anxiously] How ia she. resllyP 
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DraRABU. Don't aak mel I cannot trust myself 
to speak. I am horribly anxious. Doctor Williama 
reassured me, or I should not be liere — not even to 
meet the Empress of India. 

[The euTiains of the arch R. an draton a-part 
and eight Footmen, -preceded by Bascot who 
heara a wand and molunia the people aside, croaa 
and go out through the Entrance of Honour. There 
is a loud &uati qf eofivereation, whick growe stronger 
as the FoOTui2< disappear, and the people begin'to 
move abovt again. PreaenUy the Dttke, Frobebt 
and Clarissa ntMee thai Disrabij is speahing; 
they eignal silence to the others and the conversaMon 
gradually subsides. Disba£LI bows his head itt 
thanks and begins again] 

Dib&axli [Quietly, but in a voice that arrests aOeniion, 
so that presently ott the people in th£ room are listening 
and dose in on either side cf him] Her Majesty is 
on her way — Before she arrives, I want to thank 
the men wlu> have so splendidly stood at my side and 
made our enterprise successful. First, there is Mr. 
Hugh Meyers — 

Several Voices [Calling] Mr. Meyers! Mr. Mey- 
ers! [MsrBaB cornea forward modestly from behind] 

DiBRAELi [Ta&ing his hand] — concerning whose 
services I cannot speak too highly. — Next there is Sir 
Michael Probert. At a moment of grave crisis he 
came to my aid, against his — may I call them — 
prejudices. [Protest from Sib Michael] Mr. M^ers 
— Sir Michael Frobert, it is my privilege to inform 
you, that in recognition of your patriotic action, your 
sovereign has bestowed a peerage on each of you. 
Ill 
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lAj>i>latae: the emed moves aviay] 
DiSBAiiij. Lastly : [Renewed tdienHon] You win be 
glad to know that my young friend, who carried 
through the difficult and delicate negotiations with such 
consummate tact — I refer to Charles, Viscomit Dee- 
ford — arrived in London half an hour ago. 
[Bascot enten B.] 
Bascot [Amuntncea] Viscount DeefcmL 

[Cha&les enter* R. Dibraeli grasja Ms hand. 
Murmurs qf apjrravat and admiration from the 
crowd. The Duchesb mosses to CianiBSil 
DiBHAEU. Deeford — Her Majesty desires to con- 
fer the ribbon of the Bath upon you with her own 
hands. 

\Apptause\ 
[DiSRABU presents Mm to Clabisba, then stands 
alone, lost in thought, The crowd breaks into talk. 
Sm MicnABi. Probert and Hugh Metehs are 
surrounded by congratulating friends. The Ddkb 
and Metebs join him] 
[Clabissa and Chasles stand with hands gripped, 
gasdng at each other] 
CiARissA [Voiodess] Charles — I 
Cha.Ri.eb. Dear — I Oh, hang all these people! 
Clasib&a. Oh, why did n't you come earher? 
Chableb. I had to see Dizsy and get into tliis rig. 

[The DDCEE9S comes up] 

Duchess. Dear CharlesI — I am so very gladl 

[Oreetinn from Lady CunwORTH and Labt Brooke, 

who come dmon on each side qf htm] 
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Last Cudwobtb. Ob, how brown you ftrel 
Ladt Bbooke. Quite a different maul 
Chables. No. The same man, but I' ve seen 
things. ' 

[DiBRAXLi w talking lo the Dueb. Mb. Tibablb 
enters L, and brings fnm a telegram. Dibkaku 
pays no aUenUon, until the Dxtke points to the 
telesfram. Dead silence. Everybody watches icith 
intense interest] 

CHABi-Ea. Can't we get away somewhere where we 
can talk? 

Claiussa [7*0 Chables, in a tchisper] Look — 1 

Chables [Swprisedl A telegram! Heref 

Claribba. It must be very urgent I am frightened! 

Chables. Why? 

Clabibsa. HushI Lady Beaconsfield has been very 
iU. 

Chables. So Dizzy told me. But you don't 
mean you fear — ? 

Clabibsa [Hushed\ It may be news of her death! 

Chables. Good God! 

Clabissa. Watch! Watch! 

[DiSBAELi has taken the telegram, ajid stands rigid, 
md daring to open it. The Ddkb Aim moeed 
away from, kim, so that he stands alone, Tliere is 
a burst cf merry music from the inner room. A 
shiver passes aver Disba£li. At this mxrment there 
is a movement in the group at the back, R. Lady 
Beacoxsfield etilers sloidy in Court dress and 
crowned wUha diamond tiara, and comes down 
towards Disraeli, who has his back to her. The 
crowd are <Aout to exdaim, hit, toOh a smile, she 
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moHemM then to tHettee. She tonet to Dtbraxli 
and layt her hand on hii arm. He thuddera 
and turns Uneardt her. He itarei at her bianldn, 
tut trutting ki* tenset] 

IiADT Beaoonbfieu) [Very lenderJi/] Di^yl 
DiBOAXu IBvshedl Msryl — I did n't know — 
L&DT Bbaconhtield [STmiinf] The doctor sent 
you a tdc^T&m, dear> 

{A military band qff ttft, eraihea out "God Base 
the Queen." The crated exdaim "Aht" — "The 
QveenJ" and Hne up. The great doon on the 
Jo. are throum open. A rote qf Footmkn m aeen 
drawn up outride, bearing lighted candelabra, and 
there it a great Uasse cf light. Dibraeli dratea 

. himse(f up. He givea Ladt Bkaconsfoxd Am 
right hand, andthey go out tloidy to meet the Queen. 
The Ddke and Dueheet come next, Csables and 
Cii&BiSBA follow, and the others fall into line, at 
DiHEAELi and Ladt Bkaconbfield begin to moee 
towards the Entrance qf Honour] 
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